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| » Advertiſemerit. The Fatal Fo Or, the Plot Spoild: A New 
"ys Written by Joleph Haines 


CHARTS 


Earl of DORSET and MIDDLESEX. 


Lord Chamberlain of His Majeſt 4 Houlbold, 
And Knight of the Moſt Noble Order F the Garter, & 


MY LORD, 

HIS little Off-fpring of my early Muſe was 
firſt Submutred co Your Lordſhip's Judgment, 
Whether it ſhou'd be Srtifled in the Birth, or Pre- 
ſerv'd co try 1ts Fortune in the World ; And ſince 
*is from Your Sentence it has vencur'd thus far, it 
now Claims a fort of Title to Your Lordſhips Pro- 
tection, which it cou'd not hayc the leaſt prerence 
ro from its own Merit; But 'tis Your Lordſhips 
Character to Encourage all great Attempts, though 
Unſucceſsful : This was indeed a Bold one for a 
Woman at my Years, but I wou'd not offer my 
little Experience, as a reaſon to be Pardon'd for not 
acquitting my ſelf well, (for I think the Incapacit 
of producing any thing better, a very Uull Excuſ: 
for cxpoſing a Fooliſh Thing) 1f the Gon inconſ1- 
dering Youth might not excuſe the raſhneſs of the 

Undertaking ; And [ ſhall be much leſs Pardonable, 

if the next I bring upen the Stage has not a berter 

Title co the Favour of the Town. This ſeems to 

promiſe another attempr, which ſhou'd not be ex- 

pected from one who Conccals her Name, to thun 
that of Poctreſs. I with I cou'd ſeparate them here, 
for thcn I ſhou'd be proud to own my fſclt to the 

World, with all Reſpect, 

My Lord, 

Tour Lordſhip's moſt Obliged, 

w_ moſt humble Servant. 


Agnes de Caſtro. 


Rinda, and the Fair Ares: gone, | 
Not one was found to fill the Vacant 7 "hrs : 
Aſpiring Man had quite regain'd the Sway, 
Again had Taught us humbly to Obey; 
Till you (Natwres third ſtart, in favour of our Kind) 
With ftronger Arms, their Empire have disjoyn'd, 
And ſnatcht a Lawrel which they thought their Prize; 


Thus Congu'ror, with your Wit, as with your Fyes. 
Fired by the bold Example, I would try 

{o turn our Sexes weaker Deftiny. 

0! How I long in the Poetick Rate, 

Fo looſe the Reins, and give their Glory C bak ; ; 
bor thus Encourag'd, and thus ked' by you, 
Methinks we might more Crowns than theirs $ aubdue: 


Dela Manley. 


Wycher y at the” 
fign'd to be Spoke. 


Adies and Gallants, you we hope to find, 


That you, will co your pleaſing her conſent, 
Not out of yonr own Nicety prevent, 
But to ſpight her, you own divertiſemenc ; 

And will not your Diſpleaſyre to her ſhow, 
Who your ſcorn Ventures, but to pleaſure you, 
Nay, her own pleaſure, does for yours, forego; 
And like the Pregnant of her Sex, to gain, 

But for your pleaſure, more D.{grace, and Pain; 
Who, but becauſe ſhe'd do you, a good Turn, 
unask*d, unſu'd ro, may became your ſcorn ; 
But you ; the Men of Honour, or of Wit, 

To ſet yours to a Woman can't think fit, 

And Ladies; as neceſſitous of Fame, 

Ne'er raiſe your Credit, by another%s ſhame, 
Cenfuring others, to *(cape others blame; 

And Gallants; as y'are Men 'of Honour, .you, 
Will ne*er ipeak ill, of her you do not know ; 
The more ſhe ſtrives, to give you Pleaſure too, 
Which. is moſt often, (as we Women find, ) 

The ſole cauſe, you proye to us, but leſs kind ; 
As well-bred Beaux's with Noiſe too, neer thinks fit, 
To ſilence on the Stage, as in the Pit, 
Another's Senſe, to hide your want of Wit; 

But Beanx's and Wits, I pray be ſilent now, 
And hear without Noiſe, nay-with- Patience too, 
Our Female Wit, if you'd bave her, hear you ; 
Eſpecially, fince your own talking does, 

Your Pleaſure interupt, your Senſe Expoſe, 


Whilſt Silence, good Senſe, and good Breeding ſhows: . 


And each Man's manners, Honour, Wit appear, 
Moxe, as he's leſs aWoman's Cenfurer, 

Then Cenfures, which wou'd ſpoil your ſport forbear-: - 
Think not the Ladies Wit, or Honour leſs, 

Becauſe ſhe ſeeks thoſe who have lefs to pleaſe ; 

Let not her aim, to-pleaſe the Publick now, 

Deſign*d her Credit, but your Scandal grow, 

Make not her proffer*d favour, her Diigrace, 

Nay, though it-ſhou*d not pleaſe th'Intention praiſe: 
”Tis meric only, to deſire to-pleaſe; 

Then be not, as Poor Women often ſind, 

Leſs kind to her, but as ſhe's more inclin'd, 
At-yenture of her Fame, to pleaſe Mankind, 


Aut hor s requeſt * De- 


To her, who brings zou cow together, kind; 


Spoken by Mr. Powell. 


OW ſtrangely times are Chang'd ? Pih' latter Ape 
Prologues were freſh Complaints of Critick Rage : 


But now, if one Play hitts, you Nraichs Decree 

To prop a Rival Muſes Halting Poetry : 

Cou'd # but gain the Crutches of your Favour, 

This Tragedy might walk ſix days together. 

To day, t' incite your Charity the more, 

A Female Author does your Smiles implore ; 

Not but I fear. "tis now a thing uncommon, 

For Men of Wit to raiſe a falling Woman / 

Why ſhould vain Man the Gift of Senſe engroſs ? 
Since Woman's Wit was never at a loſs ? 

Flushands to Wives their Whoring muſt Reveal, 

( For Unfed Paſſions will expedt their Meal) 

But Womens Wits with Eaſe their Roving Love conceal. 
And Faith in ſpight of all the Hen-Peckt Fools can do, 
They've oft the Breeches worn, why not th: Lawrel too! 
Therefore to thoſe of undiſpated Senſe, 

Our Pocteſs rehens her Plays Defence. 

Conſcious of her Faults ſhe flies to you, 

To fave her from the Thoughtleſs D imning Crew. 
She's Dead, if Try'd by flriet Poetick L ws ; 

But Men cf Honour can't refuſe a Vi'emans Cauſe. 

Do you, the props of Wit, tut ſ:em t'approve, 

She cannot fear th:ir Thunder [rom above ; 


Th: Top mift ſtir if the Foundation move. 
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Epilogue 


3 CASHSEL 
Spoke by Mrs. Verbruggen in Mens C Joaths. 


Knowing that Knaves and Fools are grown ſo plenty, (twenty, 
That Wiſe or Fuſt ire ſcarce found——for Rhime ſake, Dl alow om one 393 
That few the Merits of a Cauſe can weigh, 

And thoſe who judge aright, 

By haze or favour Praiſe or Damn a Play, 

That much depends upon a Poets fame, 

Ours a New Author and" without a Name. 

It came into my Charttable mind, | 

To try, if thus accouter 4, 1 could find 

The way te make you, ri ight or wrong. be kind. 

A white curl A Wig, with all the dreſſing Arts, 

Mu#t needs engage the Ladies tender Hearts ; 

And for the Mon 

Petticoats ſeem the propereſt bait mo doube ; 

Tet you muſt own you likg us beſt without ; 

But if that Fefi's" too weak to catch your | Grace, 

With a cithd Hat and a flern bluſtring Face, 

Tl try to Bully you into good Nature, 

And bid defiance to. your Coward Satyr 3 

That mean'y wou'd a Womans frength oppoſe, 

Wou'd ad put on your Courage with your Cloaths, 

I fear theſe —ta\ $ nw , and Manly fhew 

Ev'ry way promiſe more than I can do: 


I find my Female Heart begins to fail, $ 


And now cond condeſcend i if 'twou'd prevais ) 
To beg your Votes but what can that avail. 
After theſe brags 'twould make you but deſpiſe me, 
Foy your own Intereft than let me adviſe ye, 
Doom not our Author's firſt Eſſay to fall, 
For fear, her Eyes revenge it on you all. 
Far heark, ye, among Friends "tis whiſer bers. 
Our Poeteſs is Virtuous, Toung, and Farms 
But that firft Epithet I muſt leave out, 
"Twill pleaſe but very few of you, I doubt. 
Then let it paſs 3 Tet ſure not nam'd in van, 
For Virtue nf that ſhining Circle __— - 
Her ether Charms may capteoate the reſt, 
Each gary her what form wou'd pleaſe bim beſt. 
But ftay, I fear this airy bribe won't move, . 
Toy are not made for dull Platonich Love. 
Well, we may hepe in time ſhe'll more diſcloſe, 
That's if you like what bere at foſt ſhe (bows. - 
Taud her then, for Curioſity, 
She only ſculks to be from Cenſure free; _ 
Admire ber ſtrength of Fudgment, praiſe her w,. 
And croud _ Night the -Y and the Pit : 
up with ber ſucceſs, ſhe'll ſeon ar, 
wp aſide her ye gut Fear, tug 
ich Women oft bave parted with for you +, 
Bdt #6 dear Vanity theyre. always true, 
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Agnes de Caſtro. 


ACT L 


SCENE I. 


|CCIEEmS> o—->  _— ——_— ee —————_—_ 


Emer Elvira, and Biatica with a Paper in ber Hand. 


Klvirs, HIS was a lucky accident, Bianca ; 
lt will be noble Miſchief. 
Bianca, I long to know the iſſue, 
Elv. Tt muſt be good : That Poiſon Jealouſie 
Deſtroys the ſtrongeſt Bonds of Blood, or Friendſhip : 
Conſtantia cannot think the Prince loves Agnes, 
But ſhe muſt hate, and treat her as a Rival ; 
Or cou'd ſhe be ſo tame to keep her here, 
Diſtruſt, and coldnefs, Rival-ſhip will breed, 
Which Agnes is too baughty to endure, 
And though not ſent, will ſoon return to Spain. 
Bianca, That will be PR_ news to all the Ladies, 
Who envy her the Princeſſes AﬀeRion. 
Elv. Was it not an Afﬀeront to all the Court, 
To bring her here as in defiance to us ; 
As if ſhe thought none of us worth her Love, 
Not one in Portugal for her Converſe. 
Bianca. Their be bred from Infancy together, 
Might make it difficult to ſeparate 
And then their near Relation. 
Eko. A Princeſs, muſt have none ; 
She came to wear the Crown of Portapal, 
And then, {ſhou'd have renounc'd all other Claims ? 


She ?as now, new Friends, new Country, new Relatiens, 


And ſhou'd forget the Old ; not be a Spaniard here, 


Bianca. Thele lines will make her wiſh ſhe had forgot *em. 


Methinks I pity her. : 


Elo, AM 


Elo, All that cart contribute to Plague the Prince 
k grateful to my Thoughts : I know his temper 
The Princeſſes regrets will moſt torment him; 
And then to loſe his Miſtreſs ; ſhall-F fee - 
The faithlefs Traytor, who abandon*d me, 
Puniſh*d in the fame kind, Loſe her he Loves : 
That, that's the pleating part, | 
Bianca. Not all you &'re Contriv'd, or Wilh'd to happen; 
Cou'd: more effeually. have puniſh'd Both : . _ 
Fortune indeed has laid a brave Foundation, 
Whereon to Build, what Hate can make you aim at. 
Ev. But I muſt raife the Structure, and Tl dot, 
With ſo much Care, with ſo much Artful Strength, 
Not all their force and cunning thall deſtroy it : 
Revenge is Juſtice, Born in Noble Souls ; ' 
*T was ſome mean Spirited Fool that firit caught Patience, 
Weak Cowardice, that Preach'd up dull Forgiveneſs, 
And call'd the lafie Impotence, a V ircue. 
Bianca- *Tis Vice to leave ſuch Injuries unpunilh'd 5 
"Twould make all Men be Faithleſs as the Prince, 
If Women bore their Wrongs without return. - | 
Elv. Ye Gods! Was | a Trifle to be plaid with, 
Fit but to entertain his leiſure hours ; | 
But I've recall'd the Heart he Fool'd away ; 
And now tis fil”d with Fury and Revenge, - 
He'll find Elvira can do more, more, than amuſe him, 
Bianca. Madam, What method in this great deſign 
Will your juſt Anger take ? 
Elv, Biazca ; T have found thee Faithful, 
And may have need of thee. 
Bianca. Madam, Did not my Inclination tie me, 
* "Your Bounty has engag'd me to your Service. 
Elv. Be confident af what I can do for you ; 
t know Antonio fain wouw'd Marry you, 
But that his Friends oppoſe it. 
Fll make your Fortune fit for ſuch a Match, 
Which Love, or your Ambition, makes you Covet. 
Bianca. Let your Commands be ne'es ſo hazardous, 
I will not fail CObey you, 
Elv. ] can't refolve on what I have to do, 
Till I ſhall know the Princeſſes Reſentments : 
She's wiſhing with impatience for your coming, 
Fond of diſcov'ring what ſhe'll grieve to find ; 
Be fure ſzem not to know what's in the Paper. 
Bianca. By no means, Madam. 
Elv. Vil to my Brother ; 
And tell him of the Prince's Love to Agnes : 
I know his boundleſs Rags ant Jeclonls 


Will ſoon infpice him with ſome Reſolution, 
That muſt be fatal to the Prince, or Agnes ; 
For bating his fond Paſlion to, that Maid, 
His ev'ry Thought beſpeaks him of my Blood. 

Bianca, His Favour with. the King may be of uſe, 
The Kingdom's rul'd by Don Alward's Will. 

Elv. His Power indeed is almoſt abſolute, 
And it he be my Brother, he'll improve it ; 
But I delay ; FL 
PII ſtrike with Fortune whilſt ſhe's in the Humour ; 
She ſhall not have che time to change her Mind, WT 
Follow her ccloſe, and ſhe'll be always kind ; 
Too proud to wait, {h' as ever ſhun'd the Wile, 
They paule fo long, thatto the thoughtlels Fools ſhe flies. (Ex. ſeverally. 


SCENE IL 


The Princeſs Apartment. ; The Princeſs fitting in a Melancholly poſt ure, 
Agnes. entring to her, 


Princeſs. My Agnes! Art thou come ! My Souls beſt Comfort, 

Thou dear Relief to my opprefling Cares: 

My Griefs have loſt already half their force, 

They vaniſh at thy ſight, like Miſts, before the Sun; 

Agnes, What Miſts, what Clouds are theſe, o'reſpread your Soul ? 

Which do like thoſe  that- wou'd obſcure the Sun, 

Whilſt they but ſeem to darken the brighe Mind, 

Caſt a ſad Gloom on all the World beneath. 

In pity, Madam, then Shine out to chear us, 

For all muſt be unhappy, whilſt you Grieve. __ | of 
Princeſs, Ah! Agnes, ah ! The Prince! This day the Prince —  # 
Agnes. Muſt leave you : Is that your caule of Sadnel 2 

He'll ſoon return with Glory and Succels, 

I faw you, Madam, in the heat of Love, 

When you had ſcarcely loſt the name of Bride, 

The Prince call*d from you by an eager Fae, | 

Train'd up in War,. zelolv'd for Death or Conqueſt, 

I ſaw you part from him with lefs Deſpair, 

Far leſs afflicted than I ſee you now. _ 

Princeſs. My Secrets al are thine : Forgive mc Agmes . 

That | have hitherto k{pt this, conceal'd, 

And lt it prey upon my Bleeding Heart 

Till it is een devyour'd. ; but take i now. 

I fear the Prince, | ,1 

Whom better than my Life:thou know'ft-I lore, 

(Be witneſs Heav'n I wou'd ts..make him blelt, 
Reſign my part in all 1 hold moſt Snar, 


Nay, ev'n himſelf, if T were fure he wiſhg it) 
Oh Friend ! This Husband, gives me not his Heart, 
And much I fear, ſome other robs me of it. 
Agnes. Cauſlefs Suſpicions ; can the Prince alone, 
Neglect that Virtue which Mankind adores ? 
Who elſe can claim the Empire of his Heart ? 
More by their Merit, than their Marriage yours 
For who in Portugal deſerves like you ? 
Baniſh theſe Fears, they may prove Fatal to you, 
bight Jealouſies, like Prunings to a Plant, 
The tender wound improves, and helps loves growth ; 
But if they enter deep, the Branches fade, 
And the rich ſtock decays, and dies at laſt. 
Princeſs, Alas! In vain I gave my ſelf advice, 
Strove to excuſe the Coldneſs of his Heart, 
Which through his forc'd careſles ſtill appear'd 
His Melancholly all the Court obſerves, 
Though only I can gueſs th'unhappy cauſe ; 
At Night I watch him when he thinks I fleep ; 
He Toſfles, Sighs, impatient for the Day, 
And often leaves me, e*ere it does approach. 
Agnes. Th'Effet of temper, Madam ; but for Love, 
He ſeems deſign'd a Pattern to the World, 
The Virgins at Coimbra beg of Fate, 
To give them Husbands like the Prince to you ; 
So fond, fo careful, with ſuch nice refj 
Princeſs. Were he my Shave he could not give me more; 
A Lover, Agnes, cou'd not ſhew ſo much. 
Agnes. | thought reſpe&t the higheſt mark of Love. 
"Tis all that Heav'n requires, what would you more ? 
Princeſi. Alas ! Thy thoughts of Love are as imperſe&, 
As their Idea of vaſt diſtant Lands, | 
Who never ſaw 'em, but m Maps and Pictures; 
What ſhall I ſay to make thee underſtand ? 
Love levels all, he knows no Quality, 
No Titles, but thoſe ſoft ones which he makes ; 
ThInſenſible my Husband, never felt 
A tranſport of Fierce Love, that cou'd one Moment 
Make him forget, his Wife was born a Princeſs 
Agnes. How exquiſite a 'Torturer you are grown, 
You rack your Wx for torments to your Souk, © © - *# 
Princeſs. 'Thele are the Nat'ral thoughts of Love, my Child ; 
But Fm impatient, Bianca ſtays ; aſk FT 
The Pruce :11is Night ſeem'd fad, and diſcompogd 
Much more than uſual ; he ſtarted up, = 
And with confuſion in his Words-and Attion, * 
He left me, and refus'd to be attended; © * 
A ſtrange, diſturb'd, I know not what'within. 


Mov'd 


NEG WER < 


Mov'd me to fend Bunca to obſerve him, 
Two hours ago, and yet ſhe's not return'd. 
Agnes, What can you hope from ſuch an Enquiry ? 
Why _— ſearch, for that which if you find, 
Aſcertains Miſeries, you now bur fear ? 
Princeſs. Then I ſhall mourn for one, but whilſt I doubt, 
I feel a thouſand Pains for ev'ry ill, 
That's barely poflible to be the Cauſe. 
Agnes. Compole your ſelf, Madam, I beg your Highneſs. 
Princeſs. That was a Word of too much diſtance, Agnes, 
Looks like the Prince's cold indifference, 
In Ceremonious reſped diſguis'd ; 
Leave it, I wou'd believe I have thy Heart, 
The only comfort for the loſs of his; 
For you are both fo equal dear to me, 
So cloſely wove by Fate to my fond breaſt, 
That neither can be fever*d from = love, 
Without unravelling this Web of Lite. 
Emer Bianca. 
What News Bianca ? Speak, where went the Prince 2?- 
Where has thou lefe him 2 
Bianca, In the Garden, Madam ; 
Thither I follow'd him far off, unſeen ; 
He ſtopp'd ſometimes, and walk*d diforderly, 
Till he had reach'd the foot o*'th middle walk, 
Where ent'ring one of the cool ſhady Grots, 
He ſat him down, and ſeem'd verwhelm'd in thought; - 
Then through the Boughs, I could diſcern him write, . 
And folding up the Paper when he'd done, 
He threw himſelf with force upon the Ground, 
Sighing, and Groaning, words I could not. hear, 
Till ſeeming tir'd with Grief, he fell alleep. * 
When 1 had watch'd a while, with cautious ſteps. 
I went, (in hopes to ſerve your Highneſs well ) 
And ſtole the Paper which the Pririce had writ ; 
Perhaps it may co:itain what you wou'd. know, 
For fearing that, | dJr{t not open it, | "aig 
Leſt I diſcover*d wi:at 59w wou'd conceal. (Gives the Paper... 
Princeſs. I thank thee tor thy care ; leave us. Biance. . [Exit Bl: 
After reading.) Doubly unhappy Princeſs! 
Agnes, my Fears are true.! All that 1 fear'd, 
ore than I tear'd, 1s true. 
Agnes. It can't be, the Prince is not fo ſtupid, 
To Love Elvira ſtill ; I heard indeed 
He had a while amus'd himſelf with her 
Before your Marriage :*but what Charms has ſhe 
To vie with thoſe tons all Divine, 
Which grace your Body, and adorg your Seul ? - 


Princeſs” 


- Princeſs. Ah She who robs me of my Huhand' Heart, 
Is all a Charm, to plead for his Excuſe ; 
Young, Beautiful, Diſcreet, and Chaſt, as Fair 
By Nature form'd to captive ev'ry Heart, 
My Reaſon muſt approve the Prince's choice, 
For I my ſelf, preter her to my elf, 
And love her too, as tenderly as he, 
Apnes, Who can this Angel be ? 
Princeſs, Are there areſo many merit mox than I, 
"Thou can*ſt not gueſs among *em 2? 
Agnes. Indeed I know not one deſerves like you ; 
And therefore cannot guels. 
Princeſs, Have you ſo long been privy to my Thoughts, 
Yet know not her who is fo dear to me ? 
Who with the Prince, ſkares my divided Heart 
So equally, I cannot tell my ſelf 
'To which I have given molt ; know you not her ? 
For it you know my Friend, you know my Rival. 
Agnes. How very Miſerable muſt I be 
When Pm reduc'd to wiſh, you did not love me ! 
Thoſe marks, of that peculiar, dear affeQion, 
Which ev*ry day your partial kindneſs gave, 
Are Witneſſes which I would disbelieve ; 
Oh! Let me think your Friendſhip was divided, 
Tell me you have another, nearer Friend, 
For I had rather loſe your Love for ever, 
Than be the wretched Cauſe of your misfortune ; 
Rather be hated by you, than deſerve it ; 
Oh eaſe my cruel fears, and name ſome other. 


Princeſs» Too lure, alas, the Prince does Love thee, Agnes ; 


And I'm fo vain to think that only thou, 
Cov'd gain a Heart, to which 1 laid a claim. 
Read from his Hand, the ſad, amazing truth, 
Agnes reads. ] 7. 
by Vain, Oh Sacred Duty you oppoſe, 
In Vain your Nuptial tye you plead, 
T boſe forc*d devoirs Love overtbrows, 
Lind breaks the Vows he never mail. 
2. 
Fair Princeſs, yow to whom my Faith js due, 
Pardon the Deſtiny that drags me on, 
*Tis not my fault my Hearts untrue, 
I am compell*d to be undone, 
Your Eyes, Fair Agnes - 
Agnes, Heav*n ſtrike **m-blind, for the baſe: 
Where ſhall 1 hide theſe curſt, theſe guilty Eyes2 
"They dare not look-upon the Injurd Princeks, 


"of 


NE Coe 
Tho ſhe was all they took delight to ſee 3 


How cou'd Heav*n make fo great a contradiion, 
As in one Perſon, Friend, and Enemy ! 


Princeſs, Thou art not my Enemy ; I know you loye me.. 


Agnes, Yet have rob'd you of your deareſt part, 

D: ftcoy'd your ſoft tranquillity of Soul, 

And left you nothing but Deſpair and Sorrow , 

| only have done this, ev'n I who love you; 

1 who to ſerve you wou'd abandon Life; 

Oh! C fayl am the curfe of yours ! 

But all i}. rtune flys from you with me, 

And all the Curſe lights heayy on my head, 

For we mult part, for Ever, Ever part. 
Princeſs. Part ! Woy'd you add to my unhappineſs F* 

Be yet more cruel than my Deſtiny ? 

Fate has depriv'd me but of half my bleſſing; 

And you wou'd tear the other half away, 

To leave me Sad, Deſolate, and Comfortleſs. - 
Agnes. Alas! We ne'er ſhall meet in joy again, 

{ This tender Love muſt all be turn'd to Hate. 


Princeſs, That thought was too injurious from a Friend :* 


Thy only guilt is having too much merit, 
For waich *twere moſt nnjuſtly baſe to hate thee. 

Agnes. Yet ſure, I'm now unworthy of thy Love; 
But teach me how I may again deſerve it z 
What can be done to cure the Prince's Phrenzy ? 

Pl1 blot out all that's lovely in this Face, 
Disfigure it to black deformity, 

Enough to frighten all Mankind. to: madnefs, 
And bring him back to reaſon. 

Princeſs. This wild Extravagance is unbecoming 
Let's learn to bear our Woes, and leave to Heay? 
The time and manner of redreſling %em ! | 
Deſpair may Cure the Prince but it may Kill him; 
Oh! Thy too rigorous Virtue makes me fear. 

But think, with him you will condemn your Friend, 
And mingle ſweetneſs with ſeverity; 

Pity his Fate, that Honour will allow, 

And I ſhall blefs thy gen'rous Charity. 


nes. Oh, wond”rous inſtance of a matchleſs goodneſs ! * 
G . 


ods ! Is it juſt the-Prince enjoy this Bleſſing, 
Who knows not how to value the vaſt Trealure. 
' Princeſ;, You are ungrateful to condemn the Prince, - | 
And I, for all | ſuffer, cann*c accuſe him ! 
| know he ſtruggled long qzat your Charms, 
and thoſe efforts are more obliging far, 
Than if his laclinations were ems: 


Loverul'd by Fate, does n'er conſult ous Will, 


«x 


But if we ftrive to love, it ſhows Efteem ;- 
And *tis more kind to wiſh I had his Heart, 
Than if he gave the prize unwillingly. 
Why ſhould I blame the Prince for loving her ? 
Were Reaſon, Duty, Honour, all againſt me, 
T ſtill ſhould dote on him, in ſpight of all : 
The ſame ſtrong Deſtiny controuls his Heart, 
And my fair Rival's worth, bounds my Complaints : 
There is no room for my Reſentment let, 
Nor ſhall the Prince perceive my inward Grief, 
You, only you, ſhall eaſe the Wounds you made, 
For thou wilt pity me, I know thou wilt, 
Thou Dear, thou lefs my Rival, than my Friend. CE1, Prince. 
Agnes. Alas, he's here ! 
Prince, What new deſign has Fate to carry on ? 
Th'unlucky Writing in Conftantia's Hand ! 
Nay then it has it's utmoſt malice ſhown. 
Agnes. Unhappy chance ! He ſees I know his love, 
T cannot look on him without Confuſion, 
Oh ! That Fd ever ſhun'd his Eyes as now. (Exit, Agnes. 
Prince. Madam, from whence had you that fatal Scrow] 2 
Princeſs. Be not diſturb'd, and I'le forget I ſaw it. 
Prince. Oh no ! You never muſt forget my Crime, 
Rail at me, Curſe me, Hate me if thou canſt, 
That thou may*ſt lefs deſerve to be Belov'd, 
And I be lefs aſham'd .of wronging thee. 
Princeſs, It is not you, but cruel Fate has wrong'd me, 
And wrong'd me moſt by making you unhappy ; 
That doubles all the Sorrows of my Soul, 
When in the tender ragings of my Heart, 
Torn with the Agonies of hopeleſs Love, 
I ſhall remember, you are wretched too; # 
You wiſh in Vain, Sigh, and Deſpair, like me ; 
Thus guefling all your Torments by my own, 
I ſhall more than feel %em ore again tor you. 
Prince. Oh! This ſhort view of what I make thee ſuffer, 
Is worſe to me than all I've known before : 
How can'ſt thou pity this ungrateful Husband ? 
Princeſs. That kind Concern, ſhows you are not Ungrateful ; 
And *cwere inhumane not to pity You, 
When all Relief but pity is deny*d. 
Poor Prince, if you had lov'd a Maid leſs nice, 
Her kindneſs might have ſatisfied your Paflion, 
Or want of Merit quite extinguiſh'd it ; | 
It grieves me you ſhou'd fix your Heart on one, | 
Too ſcrupulous to recompence your flame z | 
1 dread th' effeCts of her Severity, 
V Vhich may inſtead of Curing, more engage you, 
Charin'd with that rigorous Virtue that undoes you- 


Prince. How then ſhou'd thy diviner Virtue charm me ! 
Virtue of fuch an elevated Nature, 
Ie claims not Love alone, but Adoration, 
Greater than that we owe to Saints above, 
And that, I ſwear I pay thee. 
Princeſs. Unhappily you have miiplac'd your Thoughts ; 
Fair Agnes more deſerves your Adoration ; 
And I may fay, I more deſerve your Love ; 
For, Oh Dear Prince! there's not a part of me, 
Thatis not fill'd with ſofteſt Love for thee, 
My Soul's all thine, I languilh for thy Love, 
Dote on, in ſpight of thy Indifference ; 
T ive by thy Looks, am nothing when thou'rt from me, 
Wretched to think thon caw?ſt not be all mine, 
And Oh ! Cou'd part wich all I eer poſlefs'd, 
To gain thy dearer Heart. 
Prince. Oh | If thou lov'ſt me, hide this tenderneſs, 
[ better cou'd ſupport the ſharpeſt Anger ; 
Call all thy lnjufies into thy choughts, 
Think mes Ungrateful, Perjur'd, any thing, 
Tha: may provoke the Cruelleſt Reproaches ; 
Shew your reſentment in the fierceſt Form ; 
Revenge your Wrongs, but upon me alone ; 
This only Criminal, unhappy Wretch, 
And ſhare the guiltleſs Cauſe of our Misfortune. 
Princeſs. Fear not tor Agnes, vir, 
I love her, and her being dear to you, 
More ſtrongly recommends her to my care ; 
For my repoſe depends ſo much on yours, 
I muſt loſe al! my own, to rob you of it. 
Prince, Too Generous Princels ! But in ſpight of you, 
You have reveng'd your fe:f with ſharpeſt wounds, 
Deep in that Faithleſs Breaſt which injur'd you. 
This cruel kindneſs, has undone your Husband, 
Thou miracle of Virtue. 
Princeſs. Alas my Love, what ſhall I fay to eaſe you * 
Prince. Kill me, Conſt:tia, 1 deſerve it of thee , 
Put that wou'd be roo kind ; 
'Twould ſzve me all the many Deaths of ihame, 
Which ev'ry thought of thee will make me tce! ; 
Forgive me then, to puniſh me yet more, 
For now I hate my teii for grieving, thee, 
And wou'd be ſtill, ſtill more Untappy mage. 
Alas ! 1 dare not meet thy loving Eyes, 
They tell me that thou haſt forgiv'n me ; 
Fiy wretch ; Oh tly ! from all chat looks itke good, 
FEv'n ſilent Innocence, 13 thy rep: 02%, 


Princeſs. Nis Sorrows touch. me more than all my own ; 
He ſeems as if his Soul were on the Rack, 

And that Immortal part cou'd to be free, 

Wiſh it ſelf Mortal like its lovely. Manſion, 

Perhaps my preſence diſcompoles him, 

E will retire, and Heay*a with tears implore, 

Thovgh by my Death, his quiet to reſtore, [ Exit: 


Prince (clus. 


Is there another wretch on Farth like me, 
Who what was mcant for Eaſe and Blcftings to him, 
Perverts into a Curie? 
When I had lock'd the Secret in my Breaſt, 
Kept it concea?d ev'n from my deareſt Friend, 
Dcny'd my lelf al! ways to vent my Grief, 
Bir pouring out my Woes in fott Complaints, 
They, muſt. be made th*'occaſion of my ruine z 
And by I know not what, ſome Devil ſure, 
Convey'd to her from whom I moſt wou*d hide ?ern. 
The Virtue of my Wife too proves my Curſe, 
And Im conſtrain'd to wiſh tor my relief, 
What others ſhun, as the worſt plague of Life. 
O Agnes ! O Conſtantia ! both diſtra&t me / 
© the ſad Proſpetl of encreaſing woes, 
Which only Death can put a period to ! 
I love, and wou'd not, ought not to be pity'd ; 
Or it 1 were, 
Still my Ingratitude, my poor Conftuntia's Sufferings, 
Won'd haunt me, to enervate all my joys, 
Unhappy Lover more lIngrateful Husband ; 
\What dult thou with? What can be thy relief ? 
No, think of none, none, but in ſuffering more ; 
Tattone tky Crime, be exquiſitely wretched ; 
Thus Agacs may revenge Conſtantia's wrongs ; 
Raiſe thy wild Paſſion to that force and height, 
- That it may crak thee, with its Fatal weight. 


c xt, 


King. T* | have Pow'r, or if ſhe have Ambition, 
(Which is a part Eſſential in a Woman, 
As Pow'r to a King) Alraro ſhe is thine. 

Alvaro, | fear ine has too much Ambition Sir, 
The Prince's Love too may encreaſe that flame ; 
She treats me as ſhe were {ome mighty Queen, 
And I her meaneit, deſpicable Slave. 

King. The better, 

Her Pride will ſooner dra:y her tothe Hook. 

Which I will hang with ſuch a glittring Bair, 

She can no more relilt the gay Temptation, 

Than Streams can ſtop, or turn their wonted Curient, 
Pride, is the Sexes principle of action ; 

From tie ſame Caule flow contrary effects, 

As the Suu's heat both hardens and diſſolves ; 

Tis that which makes *em coyly fly with ſcorn, 

And tii2t too makes ?*em yicld, to bright allurcinents ; 
By it, Diſdainful Agnes ſhall be caught ; 

'l] heap ſuch ſhining honours on thy head, 

Shall dazzle al) the little World below ; 

Ttraſpiring Maid ſhall ſtrive to reach thy Glories, 
And aiming throws her gently in thy Arms. 


Alvaro. My Royal Maſter, how ſhall I deſerye———— 


But *tis a Crime, a Blaſphemy, to think 

To Merit, or return, a Monarch's Fayours, 

Which can no more than Heavens be repaid, 

And are like thoſe, beltow'd on Mortals, gratis ; 

All we can give in fign of grateful Hearts, | 

Is Thanks and Bleſſings. Which thus low I pay. 
King. Thou art my Faithfulleſt, beſt Counſellor , 

Stateimen like thee, are Bucklers to a Crown, 

Which moze than Armies guard it from a Foe, 

And when we caſt *em off, or not reward *em, 

Their ruine is a ſure Pcelage of ours, 

Titou haſt deſerved 

All that I have given, and all that I can give. 


Alvaro. Pardon, Great Sir, you much o'er. rate mv Attions, 


King. Thou art too modeſt, but I know thy worth, 
*Tis ſtrange, I have not ſeen my Son this Morning, 
! have ſome Orders for him e&'er he goes, 
But he perhaps wiil own no Duty now, 
And but begins, th*injuſtice with his pop 
2 


ACT IL SCENE. I 


Enter the Kinz, Alvaro, and Attendants. 


| Dowing. 


Alvaro, Sir, Pm inform'd, that ſince the Prince return'd, 
And found the Princeſs, grieving {or his Love, 
He has not Jett her, | 
King. We'll mect him there; and if we fi.d your Miſtreſs, 
tl be your Advocate before his Face, 
Alvaro. So the Almizhrty whilſt the World's his care, 
Neeles not, tt*wuconſiderablelt latect. Exeunt, 


The Scene Opens. The Prince and Princeſs ſittiag , Agnes, Elvira, 
Bianca by them ;, the King and Alvaro enter to thern. 


/»g to the Prince.) Since you keep State to day, I wait on you, 
it weli becomes me to attend your Highneſs, 

Princeſs. Sir, you muſt pardon, for my ſake, the Prince, 

This ſhort neglect, a Father may allow, 
To the ſad tenderneſs, of parting Lovers. 
King.?* Tis wcll he is lo kind. Your time is ſhort, | The King and Ag, 
We will nor interrupt your ſoft Farewels, advance from thc 
Agnes, a Word; I have a ſuit to move, reſt, the Pr. and 
Which if you grant, you will oblige a King, Prs. ſcem to talk, 
Ard raiſe your [elf beyond your higheſt wiſh. 
Agnes. A Kings requett, is but a Milder name 
For his command, I will obzy you Str, 
King. If you ace juſt to high deſerr, you will ; 
Alvaro's Merit Claims reward from you : 
We know you are a Heav'n of Glorious charms, 
Bright as the Stars above, which Guide our actions : 
And Hearts like his, all Brave, all Juſt, and Great, 
Delerves the kindcſt Influence of thoſe Eyes. 
Agnes. My Eyes pretend not, Sir, to any pow'r, 
But it Alvaro is of ſuch high worth, 
'Twere more than Arrogance, a Treaſon in 'em, ' 
Encroaching on your great Prerogative, | 
To think of paying with ſo mean a ſtock, 
What ycu alone are able to reward ; 
Sach Subjects, muſt by ſach a King be paid. 
King, Such Lovers, muit be paid by fuch a Miſtreis : 
You only can recurn the Heart he gives, 
He cff>rs 1r, 611'4 with the tendereſt Love, 
And I'il adorn it with the Richeſt Honours ; 
Think Agnes, think; Alvaro has my Favour, 
Think, that with it, he has my Pow'r too; 
Think your {ſelf rais*d the Envy of your Sex, 
All may be yours, Amhitious Souls defire. 

Agnes. Who wou'd refign a Quiet, thongh Poor, freedom, 
To be with glitt'ring, gandy trappings deck'd ; 
V/ hich but inform the World, whole Slaves they are, 

No, 


No, Sir, I valve Liberty far more, 
Than to forſake it, though for Golden Chains, 
A ſhining Priſon, is a Priſon ſtill, 


King. By this Contempr, proud Maid, of him I've choſe, 


From all my Court, to place my Friendfhip on, 
You more deſpiſe my Favourite, than Alvaro 
Aid ſeem to tax me, of an ill made choice. 

Agnes, I queſtion not Alvaro's merit, Sir, 

Nor have contema*d him, though | have refus'd ; 
But Heav*n, who ordain'd ſoft Mutual Love, 

A (tronger tye of Souls than Marriage Vows, 

Had ſurely given me a Heart more tender, 

It *ewere delign'd for ſuch an Union ; 

I feel no melting, no ſoft Paſſion there; 

None but for charming Liberty, and Glory, 

Then Sir, wou*d you controul tae Will of Heav'n 
Who made me not for Love ? 

King. Diſlembler, were you free as you pretend, 
You wou'd have met what 1 propog'd, with joy, 
But you have dreamt away your Liberty, 

In vain Idea's, and Fantaſtick Notions ; 
Miſtaken Maid, renounce theſe airy hopes, 
Whilſt you purſue the ſhadow thus of Greataefs, 
You'll lofe the Subſtance, and repent too Jate. 


The Prince wou'd pleaſe ; but he's beyond your reach ; 


And though my Son were not already joyn'd 

To one whoſe worth, and tender love to you, 
Shou*'d make you bluſh for your Imprudent Conquelt, 
Know, Apnes, know, he never ſhou'd be yours, 

Agnes, Sir, for the Prince, if he have weakneſkes, 
He ue er communicated ?em co me, 

Nor have | wilfully contributed, 
Or once in thought approv'd, th*nnlucky Flame. 

King. Marrying Alvaro, is an eaſie way, 

To cure the Prince, and juſtify your ſelf, 

Agnes, Perhaps I know an eaſier way for both, 
Abſence will be a ſurcer remedy, 
And that too will preſerve my Honour ſafe ; 

Yes, Sir, Pll quit Coimbra ſoon with joy; 
Nor ſhall this Mau who is fo dear to you, 
This Favourite, ſo worthy of your Love, 
Have any part in my more Noble thoughts, 

King. So, haughty Agnes ! ſure you know me not, 

Agnes. | know yo!, Sir, to be Conftaxntia's Father, 
A Ptinceſs, whom | love with all reſpect. : 

King. And you ſhall know me, as Tam a King; 
I'] find a way, t'abate this Inſolence, 

Don Pedro, you mult- haſten your departure, 
Follow me to the Gallery, we'll talk a while, 
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Prince. T attend- you, Sir. | 
Madam, Il fee you in the Palace-Garden. { Exit R., Prince, Al, 
Agnes. What fatal Planet govern'd at my Birth ? 
Which now begins its baletul Influence, 
With Cruelties ſo great, they rather ſeem 
The laſt Effet of torturing Tyranny, 
The Finiſhment of a long ſtudy*d Curſz. 
Princeſs. You amaze me: 
Agnes, Can there be _ more compieat than mine, 
Forc4 by my Stars for ever from your Highneſs, 
In whom I'd center*d all my happineſs: 
The wild effects of this unhappy Face, 
Drives me to ſearch tor ſome obſcure retreat, 
Where it may never more create fuch Plagues, 
Fatal to you, to me, and Innocence. 
Princeſs. Can you reiolve to leave me then * Alas! 
Thy abfence will be far more fatal here, 
Inſtead of rend*ring me my Husband's Heart, 
Wou'd he not hate me as the Caulc ot it © 
Wou'd he not fly to you where-e*er you were * 
And wou'd it not be Savage Cruelty, 
To rob a Lover ſo Untortunate, 
Of all the poor reliet is left, his Love 7 
Apnes, My Honour, Madam, is not here ſecure 
The King already does believe me guilty. 
Princeſs, I know thee, Agnes, and ſhall ne'er accule thee, 
For my fake bear the reſt. 
Agnes. What is it for your ſake I wou'd not bear ! 
Witneſs tlall-feeing Pow*®rs that know my Heart, 
It by my Marriage I cou'd give you back, 
That love which barb*rous Tat? has rob'd you of : 
Though Don Alvaro's horror co my Lyes, 
Though my Soul loaths lum by Antipathy, 
I'd break through thole ſtrong Bars wiich Nature's fix'd, 
And Sacrifice my own, for your repole. 
But that alas, cou'd never cure the Prince, 
Still he wou'd look on me with Criminal Eyes, 
And I am acceſtary whilſt 3 ſtay. 
Princeſs. The Crime's to me : I can abfolre thy guilt. 
Dear, Agnes, if thou'ſt ever lov'd thy Friend 
Give not the Prince this Subject of Deſpair, 
My Lite is ty*d to his, his Grief is mine- 
Agnes! You are the ſole Dilpoſer of my Actions ; 
But, Madam, think, weigh well e*er you Command, 
What dangerous miſchicts, may attend my ſtay. 
Prinee{s None that can cqual that of loling thee, 
Compar'd to it, all Iiis are but a Name. 
£Hgnes, Govern'd by you, I wiil believe all fafe, 
Tho? my ſad Soul ſome dreadful thing forebodes; 
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What may not Don Alvaro undertake ? 
Encourag'd by the King, whom I've incensd ; 
He's Baſe, as Great, and all is to be fear'd, 

From one, whom want of Pow'r alone reſtrains, 
In what the moſt irregular deſire: 

Princeſs. Be fatisfy'd, whilſt I am thy ProteAreſs. 
The Prince by this time may be in the Garden, 
He is to paſs that way. Inſtru& me as we go 
In all that paſs'd betwixt the King and you, 

From thence I'll take my meaſures, [ Exit Princefs, and Agnes 

Etvira. How ſtupidly ſhe hugs the Poys'nous Serpent ! 

She muſt be ſharply ſtung before ſhe'll wake; 

Sure, if ſhe thought her Rival did betray her, 

She'd ſhake her off, for all this fooliſh fondneſs. 

Bianca. The difficulty is tinſpire that chought, 

The Princeſs is poſteſs?d with a belief 
Of Agvwes's Virtue, which her laſt requeſt 
Of leaving her, muſt needs have much confirm'd. 

Elvira, But what if I ſhou!d play the Anti-Bee, 

And from this Nice Romantick Honour draw, 

A Poylon, to deſtroy her good Opinion ? 

Bianca, Thac weie a Maſter-piece of Art indeed. 

Elvira, ?Tis the peculiar cunning of our Sex, 

To make Good, I, and IIl for Good appear ; 

And things which ſeem direCtly contrary, " 

We turn, and uſe to compaſs our deſigns. 

T'!l write a Note as from the Prince to Agnes, 

Ic ſhall expreſs a free converſe with her, 

And joy tor having overcome her Scruples, 

Then beg her to obtain his Wife's conſent, 

On the pretence of ſhunning him, to leave Coimbra, . 

That he may ſee her wich more eaſie freedom, 

Than watchful Eyes, wou'd e*re permit him here.. 

This you ſhall take an Opportunuy, 

{ Be ſure it be the firſt ) to give the Princeſs; 

Tell her you faw it drop from Agnes's Pocket, 

And watch her ev'ry motion when the reads ; - 

Il inſtantly . about the mighty work, 

Sch Joys I find in others Miſery, | 

If all were Damn'd, Hell wou'd be Heav*n to me. [ Ex. the Scene ſhits : 


e l 


Emer as in a Gallery the King, Prince, Alvaro, and 
Attendants. 


Prince, Were the Audacious Rebels boaſted Pow'r, 
Encreas'd by twice the number which they bring, 
And ev*ry fingle Foe of Gyants (t | 
| wou'd not daubt ſucces us ſuch a Cauſe, 
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Confcience does half our Work. A wild diſmay, 
Diſables ev*ry Paricidial Arm. 
King. Thy well-prov'd Va'our gives me furer hopes, 
Which in thy ſofter Youth was bravely try'd, 
Againſt the powerful, fierce Alboacen ; 
I ſaw my Son do feats beyond his Age, 
Whilſt ev'ry ſtroke the Soldiers rung his name, 
He ſeenv'd to fire their Courage, raiſe their hopes, 
And bring the Foe inevitable Death. 
Prince. They have not, Sir, forgot what you pertorm'd, 
You taught us all the way to Vidtory. 
King. I think they never ſaw me tly from danger ; 
Go, as my Geral, quell this raſh Rebellion, 
Bur Prince, fubdue your ſelf, and be my Son. 
Prince, If 1 do ought unworthy of that Name, 
May I become the Vilelt Peafant's ſcorn. 
King. Spoke from the Heart, I dare believe my Son ; 
Go, and return a double Conqueror. 
Prince, Commanded thus, I dare all oppoſition. 
To morrow's dawn, full Victory ſhall bring ; 
For Virtue, for my Father, and my King. 
King. Am I a King, Alwvars ? 
Alvaro. Great Monarch 
King. By Heav'n your ſcornful Miſtreſs, braves my Pow'r, 
Diſdains my Favourite, ſlights my Nob!leſt Gitts , 
I bear it all, and yet I am a King. 
Alvaro No Monarch's Pow'rs to valt, as Woman's Empire, 
The Conquerors of the World, fubmit to them. 
King. *Tis but « Voluntary Condelcenſion, 
They have no right to overn in themſelves, 
And yet ungeneroully the "I'yrants uſe, 
That Pow'r to our Deſtrudion, which we give, 
Alvaro, Something they have bzyond what we have givin, 
A ſtrange afcendant, unaccountable, 
Froni Nature, or by Waitchcralt over Men ; 
I cali'd my Pride, and Reaſon to my ai1, 
So arnyd, m«hought T cou'd defie her Charms, 
Yer ſpight of both, I trembied when the frown'd : 
Gods! Though I hate her, mult I ſtill obey ! 
King, *'Tisin your choice, t*obey, or be obey'd ; 
What ſhe denies your Prayers, by Force obtain. 
Don Pears abſence favours the Delign, 
And when ſhe's in your pow'r, you've nought to fear ; 
He'll loſe his hopes by ſeeing her your Wite, 
She'll make a Virtue of Necellity, and dutifully, ſeem, at leaſt to love. 
E need not ſure inſtruct a Lover more 
£lvaro. Divinicy on Earth, how graciouſl 
You order all chines, to your Creature's with. 


Pur firſt YI fee, thus Toy, this haughty Fair, Though 


Exit Prince, 
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Tho Pride be ore made her d} Gain td yield. 
More reaſonable Pride, on ſec nd. Thoughts, 
May ſhew her all the Bounty of a King, ---.-- / -v 
In moſt magnificent, prevailing Pomp, - + 

Xing. This Moment, ſhe, and Portygal ſhall know, 
That but in Name, 1 will be than hes 4 
Th'Effeft may mogye ronghy thanPromiſes. -+ 


> & 


Alvaro. 1 cannot throughly wiſh ſhe-may coaſent, 
Revenge wou'd then remain” unſatisfy?d ; 
I love, and hate her, both with Violence. 
And both the Paſſions . equally wou'd pleaſe, 
Teenjoy her were for Love a happy Fate, 


But *tis the Rape, wou'd ſatisfy my Hate. _. [ Exeunt. 


The End of. the Second AS. 


i Io. 57» oli ber ret Ab nn: ens, 


_ % 


a” ru_z —— 


ACT IIL. SCENE I, 


Elvira ſolus. 
HE Lot is caſt, for Agnes, or Elvira, 
If my good Genizs watch not for me nows 
Let it forever fleep, in dull Negle@ ; | 
My All depends on this important Proje&t, 
Curſt if it fail, -how bleſs if it ſucceed ! 
To ſee her Baniſh*d from Conſtantia?s Heart, 
The Prince's Preſence, 4nd my Brother's reach 3 
Fate ſure w:!] grudge ſo vaſt a ſam of Joy, 
Afraid to loſe the deareſt part of Pow'r, 
And ſee me Happy, paſt a change to woe: 
Enter Alvaro with a Train of Conrticrs. 
Brother, I muſt congratulate your Fortune, 
This Days new Acquiſitions to your Greatneſs, 
The Royal Tokens of our Monarch's Fayour, 
Spreads through the Court, an univerſal Joy 
Your Friends are proud, to ſee you rais'd ſo High, 
And Envy pleas'd, that you can riſe no Higher : 
You'll give me leave to bear a Siſters part. 

Alvaro. | have intended you a greater Share 3 
Theſe Honours are our Inſtruments of Vengeance z 
I never can forget your Injuries, 

For which Ive long born Hatred to the Prince. 

The World remembers ſtill thoſe warm Addrelſles, 
\V hich rais'd the Malice of the Envious Fair, 

And made you lift your Hopes to Royalty, 

Now turn'd to worſe than Hate, a cold Neglect ; 
What can they think, but that he hoe my siſter ? 


| Elvin. 


Y - 


OT 


Elvira. And what of us, tobeirithe ſpfamy, poof 
The ſhame of Scoffs, forſaken' MMids © Mt 0 En 7 | 
Alvaro. | waite@but for Opportufiity, $32; 
To take a laſting, deep, and fall Revenge : 

His Love preſents us with the wiſh'd Occaſt on; 
By that, by Agnes, we muſtpuniſh him. _ | 
Elvira. There ſpoke a God: chat on vahe was more Yea Human bc” 

Oh !- my dear Brother, there you Fg the boite- 4 

I bate her more, yet more, than I hate bim, , 
Not for his Love alone, but for Conſtantia's 3 

With mine you will redreſs the Kingdoms Grievance : 
Were all alike neglected for this Stranger, 

T he Princeſs thinks her Thoughts, ſees. with her Eyes, 
She governs ev'n hcr Smiles, her ſinalleſt F ayours ; 

T he Spaniſh Fugitive, is Sovereign here. 

sHvaro, Fear not, The ſhall bs loon but what I will ; 

Some Ceremonies paſt, Fle v1lit her, OF A 
And if my Glories has not mgy'd.her” Hearts. a # £ \ 
By Heav'n, this Day, Ill force her to the Hymen, 

Elvira. The Hymen | that's indeed a brave Revenge 
Revenge upon our Selves. | 
To make her equal Partner in thoſe Glories, 

To place her in a Rank above your Sifter, 
And nearer to the Prince, is that Revenge ?. 

Alvaro. You take the Proſpe& wrong 3 turn off your Eyes 
From your un jaſt Averhon to Agneſiaz 
And fix ?em on the Wrongs the Prince has done us, 

You fee not how we ſhall] crorment his Soul, | 
By this New Obſtacle to his Delires. q YA 

Elvira. 1 ſee not the New Obſtzcle indeed, | 

None in her Husband, more than'in his Wife ; 

Nor do you ſee, wit nov7 Conſtantia knows, 

And all the Court wil know, to your Reproach 7 

She loves the Prince, ſhe entertains his Love; 

The ſecret Correſpondence is diſcover'd : 

And you 

Alvaro, Oh then we're ſure to be revenp 'd of both. 

Elvira. Your Paſlion makes all ſeem to it's Advantage 3 
But well I know, what c're our Sex pretend, 

A Rape is leſs 1:jurious in thelr T houghts, 

Than Slights from one who once was call'd their Subject. 

Ten newly-vanquill;'d Slayes wont countervail one Captive loſt. 
That ſhews it poſſible to break their Chains, 

| Which Womans Pride cart bear to have behey?d. 

| None take by Violence, but what they value ;. 


q Forſaking her, proclaims a Dileſteem, hh 
} And that offends the Womans Spirit moſt ; 
A Iruſt mae, for by experience 1 may ſpeak. "wy 
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" Alvaro. Ay Sifter, but you-Joyid tha &zve: you. fol! $6 
Elvira. T hen learn of one-whe out as! well: ou; 9 

To ſcorn, where you are ſeo 


Is = 
1% 


doo ud tif nw * « wont 7 \ 
Alvaro. You ſcorn, becauſe char' -yorhare in Powe: m1 


Cou'd you enjoy by Force th youlay'd <. * 921t chonbiidl nl 


You'd thiok that belt Reven 2.3} Yr ! (t6 RIES 4 YVINe1D) V1: W. 3... i 


Elvira. DÞþ then; ciumph bg FOUr- Weaknek, - 
Prevent her rr rn the Pcincdfsp ©! « 4 
And fix her here to ſatiate her love; - 397.3 T's. p 7, 


Where the pleay'd; Lovetsrey'ry Day may meet; 
And glance their Amourous Wiſhes ro:cath/ other,” {0 5 1] 


Their Souls enjoy in publick, through aboit Byepo Ci ro Polgggt 
And in ſome tol'n Hors. (which Love will figg-” 2 - 1 yo 99% 
For all the car e of watchful Jealouſie) 2! 3]-v7) 
We may be made the 5u! e4-Dob, ther Mirth, 0000 bs -— : 
When ſhe yy td hc, \. (+c4chcarthe Hasband, / 6 IH £1300 7 
FEe'li tell he; Ne Diver? fooliſh Paſling 3211184 243 2 a 
How creGu: .. he ; -v01072 OI OY 35 [> { dior: oft 9 | {Q L 
You thick thot bit 7.” 04 1dgoot 1 Soni 2 
Aivato. its th , Hi:s) \ Tek; me ,44119 ] {3 þ'vi9s _ M0 err 
I ji rather itab ? «1 DIL, to. offend. ref 261 03 4 . 
Elyira. Yain' tier 5 ther: Pradeicr;than vimngin | 23001 51 8 
They'll pve Yor ali, Th bye&Efar, om; oily thi 7 01 1! D2innium? | 
No, you ul. lik ils :c{ of injur* Hosbdnds,'. WLEV17E 209 
Alone be 1gnor277 oi your Own Shame: : 199101 alli 
Whilſt the leaſt C: 'rious, the moſt onconcern'l, | 
May point you out a Cloak to their Ampurs, 12idvs 1107 0 0 1028 
Alvaro. Thiak better of my Prudence, than © Invogive 1011359 AT; 
PII give 'em the leaſt Opportynibys b{il 22ni i £4 1ao b bD W 380 7A 
1iruſt me, to guard het ſtridtly,. whe ſhets mine: 4 DES, Alvaryy 
Elvira, Truſt me, to hinder her from being: thine. 11>©017QB 1 026! 
Alvaros Wite | $4 3601v7 San £ 8 edi a+ | 
Fortune can't favour her Ambirigh monegu any. 1: EW COT 


And what cou'd Iove do more to ſerve the doin, ares i 
Than fixing her in Portugal for evet; £1 {1250115 Way Ml 35 2v12 -b 
Where they may ſigh, gaze, talk, TY ' TLIOOG'E 
That Thought has raigd a imy Souly 1 oe 
Not to becalm'd whillt hate 0 £100991% YIDaH1 $ JET buf 
Enter Bianca. y1i!0i ill.) tl T pes. | 
Bianca, Madam that aprrnat oo phe INS: IONS 
Fortune this Day begins to cha | 
Aſham'd of favouring ery eoe> rd wowed, ; 
To make ſome recompence ſhe courts by ou w_ chart 
Does (o obliginghyaſt-ypur AVidhy ir an 
It may regaia the Hanour ſhe has 
And for her Blindneſs alt, this 
Elvira. Fotiune beſtows her;Gifts out Ditincion, aqmber)ra 
She ne*ce conliders, citberx; Fools, . or Wiſe, J' +> las ME 5; 
$49 B 2 


ws ww, % 
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But fc Toms a Caprice, s. Dd Chabaed i, -C Io FW - 
The fawning Jilt ne Colle but'to-d 2 to 1189] not 
is And but deludes me here with vain Sachs” | | 
| Whilſt I'm defeated ia my;greateſt Hopes; ' ann 5,5 
 : In kindneſs ſhe pretends to wound my Foes, © + bn © Wh 
But baſely turns my Weapons on my ſelfg@gtoi21 20 3 -1 ET 
Bianca, Defend me;Heay*h1 you're markerray%iil hope! « 
Elvira. *Tis worſe, to ſee a Plot ſo well delign'd, "0b ans 
Secret as Fates Decrees, yet unavailing- | 
Bianca. Dear Madam, How have you been miſiaform' 4 
The Princeſs bears it as we might expett; ul 
Theeffett of her Difpleaſure*s yet ny 
But we may hope the beſt. 
Elvira. It is not her | fear, 
My Brothers Fondneſs gives me Apprehenſions, 
i, W hich at my Souls expence ] won d ſhake oft. 
= But the Particulars of your Succeſs ! 
You haye not told me yet your.grounds of Hope. 


* 


bs, Bjanca. 1 ſought you for that end. 
{ When I'd receiv'd the Letter from your Hand, 
| I haſted to the Garden, where I found 
| The Princeſs leaning on;her Rivals Neck ; 
3 They mingled Killes with the tend'reſt Words, 
iT As if their Rivalſhip had made'emt dear 3 
Nor did ſhe meet her Lord with greater Kindneſs : 
As ſoon as he appear d, Agnes deſfir'd 
Permiſſion to retire, which ſhe obtain'd: 
T occaſion fairly offer'd, -L:obferv'd, 
And waitcd only, till the Prince had ended | 
His laſt Endearments, which wete ſhort, but kind. 
Then I approach'd, the Paper in my Hand ; 
And to my Wilh, ſhe ask'd me what I held 3 ; 
I told her 'rwas a Letter Agnes dropp _ | 
Juſt when ſhe left her Highneſs 3-7 .- 1 5:71 0 
Vl give it her th' unwary Princeſs ſaid - Wy 
And took it with an Air ſo unconcern'd, 
As plainly ſhew'd ſhe fear'd not what. he found, 
And that a friendly Freedom matle her read | oof 
No Spark of jealous Curioſity..-: 
Elvira. Dull, ſepſcle price.af Eardhs!; mit chet! ſhe ſmif'd, 
As pleas'd her Friend took pity of ber love, ' ; © 
Or wept for Grief that ſhe diſturb'd their Joys," 
Say, How'did it affect her 2 .;; i 
Bianca. She neither wept, nor ſinil'd; but as furpriz's,. 
A Momentary Red o*reſpread her Face © | 
i Soon as that diſappear'd, ſhe-only-figh'd, 
% And read it twice with all her natal :Temper - 
» Then, witha Voice, and —_ Ny wild; - 
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She gave Command that all, without exception, ... . - vhs 
Shou®d be deny*d admittance to her Chamber , 
Agnes came often there, but was refus'd, 
Which ſeiz?d her with ſo violent a Grief, 
As ſhew*d her love ſurpaſs'd the Princeſles, 
Or that her Maderation was far leſs. 
Elvira. The Princeſs is a ſingular Example 
Of Apathy, whidrStoicks preach'd in vain 3 
For Nature's Laws were ſtillmore ſtrong thaa theirs : 
But ſure Conſtantia's of another Kind. 
Not made of the ſame Elements with us, 
Or Nature, forming her, forgot the Fire. 
Oh !*cou'd I but infufe with that cold Maſs, . _ 
Th' exceſlive part of Spirit which boils o're, 
And burns within, with more than needful Force, 
"Twou'd heat her to a generous aCtive Rage, | 
Which ſoon wow'd free her from that Curſe, a Rival. 
I wou'd for ſuch a Change,. compound with Heay*n, 
For all the Bleſſings meant to be my Lot : ; 
But Miracles like that, are only wrought to ruine me:. 
My Brother is transft for my ruction 3 
That noble Pride is 186, hat haughty Soul, 
Which look'd on all below-iT with Diſdain, 
I8 now ſubjefted to a Womans Scorn : 9 
I met him going to that Sorcerels, | 
Joyful to lay new Honours at her Feet, | 
And be again deſpis'd. Spight of her Slights, 
He ſwears he'll marry her by. Force if ſherefuſe, | 
Gods! muſt ſhe have all Hearts which I wou?d claim !' | 
Why were ovr jarring Fates ſo nearly ſet ?: | 
One Heart can never long containtwo Things,, 
So incompatible as Agnes and Elvira. 
No, nor the World ; or She, or I, muſtleaye it; | 
Bianca, Will notther Baniſhment ſuffice ? | 
Elvira. Her Baniſhment ! What to my Brothers Arms 7? 
Poor ſpirited Alvaro's grown ſo mean,. 
He'd take her from the Prince's Bed, to his ;. 
Hell and Confuſion ! Muſt ſhe be his-Wife ? 
Bianca, Rather than hope to be in timethe Princes: 
Elvira. Both's Death to me, and both muſt be prevented:. 
Bianca. Have you conſider'd, Madam, your Deſign, 
The Danger, and the Shame, .that mult attend ir?. . 
Elvira. So Agnes be invoiy'd in equal Fate, 
I'wou'd not ſtop, .tho Hell were in my way 3. 
"Tis paſt. Diſpute, ſhe dies what. ere oppoſe, . 
This Day ſhall end the*Triumpiss of her Eyes,, 
This Day be (cred toRevenge for ever; 
We'recertain now.to find her; and alone, 


3 
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Jer Friendſhip is too mice-1n Tucty'a breat 
Tolet her vilit, or be viſited.” *  ”” 
Go you prepare with haſte and ſecrecy, 
Horſes, and fit Diſguiſes for us both, _ 
That we may fly Coimbra, if ſuſpefted ; : 
My Brother, and Lorenzo bothchave Intereſt, 
And both Concern enough, to gain my Pardon ; 
Then Agnes has provok*d the Kingo far, 
He'll eaſily forgive a Death he wiſhes : | 
If not, the World affords uschotce Retreats, 
Countries that much ſurpaſs our Portygal, 
W here we may live as great, and more ſecure : 
But let what will befal me, thou ſhalt fee Fm not. ungrateful. 
Bianca. May Fortune ſerve you faithfully as, 
And take your part in ev ry Effterprize, 
With the ſame Zeal, as yor're obey 'd'by me. 
Elvira, As | dare truſt thy Faith; 1 take thy Will. 
This is the Hour, if Fortune, will bekind, 4 
An Hour moſt fit to make Revenpe compleat z* 
A ſingle Death's too little for my Wrongs, 
But Life, and Fame, at once; 1s worthy them; Ks 
This, for my Lover's, that my Brother's Heart. < _— 
Thus my Revenge, ſhall beyond Death extengſ® ' | 


And whilit her Name is known" will never entl. | [Excunt; 
SCENE Il. Fnter Agnes and her Woman. 
Agnes. The Light offends me z; les ahy Bogen be darkned, = 
And none be ſutter'd to dilturb. my Thoughts) 1 v4.  LEx# Woman | 


How much our Souls and Bodies {ympatkuze!-. ; | 
Now that my Mind is fil”d with gloomy Sadacfs, 
The chearful Light is hateful to my Eyes. . [Woman teturns:; 

Woman, Madam, here's Don Alvaro to wait on.you, - - -/ b 
He won't be refus d Admittance. | 


- Do :Hyzo'/ : 01 
Agnes, What pains a hated Lover. takes to ſee himſelfdefpig'd L >: 


- +++ Enter Alvaro. 

Alvaro. He whom all Portvgal, obeys, and fears, 
Who ſcarce beholds a Creature not helow him, 
With pain obtains the Grace to kneelto yon. 

Agnes. It is not fir a Manof Power Jo vaſt, 

Shou'd ſtoop to any but his God, orKing}, | bf 
I pay but what I owe your Quality. y up 
Alvaro. Fow cruelly you ſhew your mock-reſpett ! | * 

Reſpect to Slaves condemn'd, 1s but Derifion, 
A Barbarous, Tyrannical Inſult. - by > Ie 

Agnes, From you, 1 learr'd that witty Tyranny 3 (1 » oe tt 
For under colour of dilembled Love, 7 jr ig 
You plague and torture more effectually, 
Tha all the Hate of bare-fac'd Enemies. 


of 


Alvaro. If loving you almoſt to Adoration, 
And throwing all my Honours at your Feet, 
If that be tort'ring you, how are.you pleas'd ? 

Agnes, Obedience pleafes me. 
Alvaro, 1 wou'd obey, unjuſt, relentleſs Fair, 
But if I ceaſe my Suit I loſe my Hopes ; 
Where's then the Fruit of ſuch a vain Obedience ? 
Agnes. Enjoy the Fruit then of your Diſobedience,. 
A Hate, as obſtinate, as fix'd as that. 
Alvaro. Nature has been unjuſtly laviſh here, 
To have beſtow?d ſo rich a Stock of Beauty, 

As muſt impoveriſh half the World beſide, 

On one, who churliſhly denies Relief to ſtarving Beggars, 
W hilt the wretched Miſer, but hoards a Treaſure 
Which ſhe cannot uſe, nor will it's Value laſt. 

Agnes. If Beauty be a Treaſure, ſure *twas meant 

For a Reward to Vertue; whilſt the reſt, | 
The Riches, Hononrs, all the Gifts of Fortune, 

Are blindly giv'n to thoſe-who leaſt deſerve; 

Whoſe $ervile Souls make 'em more fit to ſtoop 

Through all the little ways that lead to Greatneſs. 

Alvaro, The Great are only Vertuots; What but Pow'c 

Makes Actions Right, or Wrong ? Accept my Love, 

And you ſhall ſee your ſelf above controul, 

Where none, in Thought, dare tax you of a Fault. 

Aznes. My lnnoceace is more to me than Fame, 

Your boaſted Pow'r can only givea Name ; 

A Name which all that know you will deſpiſe : 

I ſee you worſhipp'd like a God cis true, 

But 'tis with Worſhip ſuch as Indians paid ; 

They fear, but hate, and curſe you at the Heart ; 

My pure unbyaſs'd Soul, from Int”reſt free, 

Unmoy'd, by what the Vulgar tremble at, 

Defies that Devil which it ſees within : 

I Ce it, through the gilded, thin'diſguiſe. | 

Alvaro, That Devil you defie, may make you fear 3 

Your God is abſent, for your Worſhip's known ; 

[11 eize his Heav'n, b'as fix'd it in your Charms, 


Ard give him Hell, to ſee you in my Arms, [ Exit. Alvaros. 
Agnes. Monſter of Nature, I deteſt the Thovght. : 
Enquire if. the Princeſs may be ſeen. [LExit. Womass. 


If ſhe is chang'd, What can remain the ſame ?- 
The Hcay'ns did not more regularly move : 
She ſeem'd immediately inſpir'd from thence 3 
So juſt, and of a Piece, was all her Thoughts :: 
She is inſpir'd,. *tis Heay'n dire&ts her now,, 
For Heay'n is angry that this Day ſhone. 
Where ſhall-a perſecuted Virgin fly. 2: 
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1 by the Princeſs, 
Whoſe Goodneſs only chas'd away my fears ? 
Oh ! ſhe's unkind, ſhe's in one hour transform'd ! 

What have I done, nay thought, that cou'd diſpleaſe her ? 
Did I not part from her with ſome regret ? 

Was I not griev'd ſhe gaye me leave to go? 

Methovght | wiſh'd to ſee the Prince once more, 

And then began to apprehend his Danger, 

With anxious fears I had not known till then. 

But if ſhe knew thoſe Thoughts, ſhe'd know as well 

I check'dthe ſinful Tumult in my Breaſt, 

Not leſs offended with the Guilt than ſhe. 


Enter Woman. 

Weman. Madam, the Princeſs has juſt left her Chamber. 

Aepnes. Whither does ſhe intend ? 

— Joo] It is not known, 
Only ſuppos*d, ſhe went to walk 1n private, 
Being unattended. _. 

Agnes. Perhaps ſhe may, Ple ſeek her in the Garden, 
And know my Crime, or die for Expiation. Exit. 


Enter Princeſs. 
Princeſs. Already dark ! Time does not creep ſo flow, 
That we had need t'anticipate the Night. 
. Woman. ! Twas my Lady's Order to entertain her Grief, 
But if your Highneſs pleaſes, I'll 
Princeſs. Oh no, let it be thus, I like it well. 
All that looks mournful ſuits my Miſery. 
But why ſhould ſhe be ſad ? 
Can Guilt, and Innocence, have like Deſires ? 
This Melancholly Fancy pleaſes me. | 
Where is your Lady ? | 
Woman. Madam, ſhe's juſt gone out, with a deſign 
To walt upon your Highneſs, 
Princeſs. Tell her 1 will expe@ her here. 
"Twere moſt unjuſt to puniſh her unheard, 
Thus far I owe, to one that was my Friend, 
To one, who tho ungrateful ſti11 I love. 
Something methinks, pleads ſtrongly for her Truth, 
Tells me ſhe may be wrong?d, and innocent ; 
Yet what ſhou'd move Bianca to deceive me ? 
What Intereſt cou'd ſhe have ? What end in that ? 
No, no, *tis plain, 
Agnes is falſe, as falſe as ſhe was true ; 
For ſhe was true, till by the Prince feduc'd. 
The Prince! that Name's enough for her excuſe; 
What Vertue can be proof againſt his Charms ? 


[To her ſelf. 


[Exit Woman. 


That 


That irreſiſtable, that God-like Man; © © 
Yet much ſhe might have ſuffer"d, much for me, 
For none cou'd love more tenderly than I ; 
I found in her ſuppos'd Fidelity ' | 
Full Recompence for all I loſt before ; 
My Husband's want of Love her Love atton'd : 
This was a Blow ſtruck to the very Heart, 
There's now no Remedy in Nature left ; 
No, both ſhall ſee me quickly in my Graye ; 
My Death will make your Loves more innocent; 
Your Gvilt, and my Misfortunes in one Tomb, for ever ſhall be laid. 
Enter Elvira behind the Princeſs. 
Elvira. Alone in Darkneſs, and fo fitly plac'd ! 
Now vaniſh all that's womanitſh or ſoft ; [Stabs her in the Back. 
Rival, Revenge has ſaid this Hours thy laſt ; 
And to torment thee in thy lateſt Gaſp, | 
Know, by my Means, the Princeſs thinks thee falſe. 
Princeſs. Wicked Elvira, thy miſtaking hand, 
Has done a Decd too good for thy Deſign ; 
Heav*n guided it, to eaſe me of a Life, 
W hich was a heavy, grievous Burthen grown : 
And hinder thy Intent to ſnatch from hence 
The choiceſt Jewel, which the World cowd boaſt. 
Elvira. Curlt be the fatal Pow'r that guided me 
Curſt be the Arm that blindly did obey ; 
Take the Reward thy Treachery deſerves: [Stabs her Arm, and 
Oh! I have bravely hazarded my Life, [ throws away the Dagger, 
To make a Paſſage open for my Rival, | | 
To bring her ſafely to the Prince's Arms, 
To give the longing Lovers all they wiſl'd 3 
Curlſt, curſt, Elvira! 


Enter Agnes. 

Here's my proud Enemy ; Ha, is ſhe here ? 
I feel new Miſchief brooding in my Soul ; 
Aid me this once the great Infernal Trihg, 
For Agnes Death, my Soul ſhall be the Þribe. [Exit EL. 

Princeſs. Now let medie in Peace, fince Heav®n allows 
Me once to ſee thee, deareſt, injur'd Maid, 

Agnes. Now let my Soul be calm, die all my Fears, 
Since you, the Object of my, Hopes, are kind : 
Not Ships in Storms, not Travellers benighted, 
Amonglit wild Beaſts, left in a lonely Wood, 
Can half expreſs the Anguiſhl have felt, 
Depriv'd of you, my Light, my Guard, my All. 

Princeſs. Forgive me Child, be all thy Wrongs forgot, 
For ever waſl'd away, in my Life's Blood. 

Aznes. Better all Womankind at once ſhou'd periſh, 
Than you, the ſole Perfection of the Sex, 

E 


The 


The greateſt Bleſſing, of the whole Creation. 
Princeſs, Say rather, the Incumbrance of the Earth ; 
One who but liv'd for an unhappy Plague, 

To the moſt Noble, moſt Divine of Men ; 

Which Heav?n, grown mild, moſt kindly does remoye, 
With this additional Favour to my Death ! 

T hat it preſerves thy dearer envy d Life, 


 Andin thy Life, the Prince's. 


Agnes. Horrible Myſtery, of Life, and Death, 
Oh eaſe my trembling Heart ! What mean you Madam ? 
Princeſs. Fear only for thy Self, for 1 am well z 
But, Agnes, thou haſt many Enemies. 
The Death I have receiv?d was meant for thee; 
Elvira's black Deſign, whoſe Envy firſt 
Contriv*d againſt thy Fame, and then thy Life ; 
But by a happy Error both are ſafe ; 
At once ſhe gave the welcome Deadly Blow, 
And with malicious Boaſting, clear'd thy Vertue. 
Aenes. Periſh the Sacrilegious, Helliſh Hand , 
Too fatally it wounded where it aim'd, 
And gave me double Death in ſtriking you. 
Ah cruel Fate! Was there no other way, 
To make us Friends, but parting us for cyer ? 
Wou'd I had rather dy'd unjuſtify'd, 
Contemn'd, and loath*d, by you, and all the World. 
Princeſs, Be leſs tranſported ; thy too moving Grief, 
Had almoſt forc'd from me a Wilk to live. 
Agnes. Alas ! my heedleſs Sorrow had forgot, 
Tocall Aſſiſtance, for my deareſt Princeſs. [Gozng, the Princeſs; bolds ber. 
Princeſs. It wou'd be vain, for Death has ſeiz'd me all, 
And if thou go®ſt, I ne're ſhall ſee the more, 
Theſe Eyes will be ſhut up in laſting Night. 
Stay, and receive a dying Friend*s Requeſt 3 
Believe thou always haſt been dear to me : 
Ev'n when I fear'd thee Falſe, I thought thee True ; 
And let this Forgery, excuſe my Fear. 
Then, if thou'ſt ever bore me true Aﬀection, 
Double it on the Prince, my better part ; 
Intreat him to forgive me for thy ſake, 
The Troubles, I unwillingly have caus'd him. 
Be thou to young Fernando, what | was ; 
Speak of me to him. Don't forget thy Friend ; 
Remember with my lateſt Breath, I beg, 
I charge thee love the Prince, Icharge thee marry him. 
My Dear I'm going, Heay*a receive my Soul. 
Agnes. Oh! ſhe*s gone, ſhe's gone, and left me here! 
But | ſhall overtake my dear, dear, Miſtreſs. 


This Popyard, Purple with her precious Blood 3 


[Giver her a Letter; 


C Diet. 
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 *Tis uſeleſs, Grief has kindly done its Work; [Ar fe s going to kill ber 
Self, ele bra Shom, 


Enter the King, Alvaro, Lorenzo, Elvira, Bianca, Diego, Pedro, Cuellc 


Xing. Heay'ns nobleſt Gift, torn from the groaning 
By Hells curſt Engine. Oh my deareſt Daughter ! 
Elvira. The wicked Author has aveng'd her Death ; 
Her Fear, has deſp rately Jerronton Juſtice. 
King. The vilelt Hand 'd puniſh ſuch a Crime 3 
Hers was the fitteſt for the Execution. 
Alvaro, She has no Wound, ſome help is requiſite 5 
She breaths, and ſtirs. | 
King. Remove her, and be careful of her Life, 
That ſhe may die in-painful Agonies. 
Some ſtrange, unheard-of Torture ſhou'd be made, 
For this foul At, which has no Precedent. 
Alvaro. But Siſter, Are you certain Agnes did it ? 
| King. Relate particularly, all you know. 
Elvira. This Wound is witneſs of that horrid Tryth, 
Which Juſtice will not ſuffer me to hide. 
Hither Icame to viſit Agnes, Sir ; 
But finding the unhappy Princeſs here, 
And ſeeing both in Heat, retir*d unſeen ; 
I ſcarce had paſs'd oneRoom, when a ſhrill Cry 
Recall'd me, trembling, to a dreadful Sight, 
The Princeſs weakly ſtrugling for her Life, _ 
Which Agnes threatned with a lifted Ponyard ; 
I wildly flew, and drag'd her from her Prey, 
At which enrag'd ſhe ſtruck this aiding Arm, 
Now quite disabled, forc'd to looſe its Hold g 
Then ran and ſtab'd the Princeſs in the Back, 
Who out of breath, and weary'd with Reſiſtance, 
Had falln into the Seat where now ſhe lies, 


Cold, Motionleſs, and ne'r to riſe again. Cong: 
Bianca. 1 was Spectator of this ſad Adventure, 

For Ialone attended on the Princeſs ; 

Her Highneſs ſhew'd a Letter to , 

At which they both ſeem'd mov'd : 


I was commanded then to leave the Room, 
But ſoon return*d, hearing unuſual Noiſe 
And ſeeing Agnes with a naked Dagger, 


My Shreeking, brought Donna Ekwrae back. 
Alvaro, Perhaps this is the Letter you have nam'd 3 £ 
*Tis from the Prince, To the Coy, Vertuow Agnes. [Gives it the King: 
King. *Tis not Don Pedro's Hand. 
Alvaro. He makes excuſe for his diſguiling it. [Afide. 
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But if he has, ſhall T live unreveneg'd ? 
Methinks *rwere brave, both for my Love, and Anger, 
To force the charming, fair, dama'd Hypocrite. 
Here *tis impoſſible ; 1 muſt-remove her, 

And manage ſo, the King may ner ſuſpect me, 

But the Prince's Agents. 
King. Infamous Strumpet ! Barb'rous Murd'refs ! 

Without theſe Evidences, 'tis undopbted, 

Agnes alone cou'd wiſh Conſtantia*s Death ; 

For ſhe had ſuch a-gen'ral,' winning Goodneſs, 

So calily forgave the greateſt Wrongs, 

And was ſo over-tender of her Friends, 

*T was all Mankingds concern that ſhe ſhou'd live ; 

Nay Agnes ow d her more than all the World, 

And ſhe, Ungrateful Wretch ! has paid her thus ; 

Theſe are the curſt Effects of ſhameful Love. 

Alvaro, There never was a Scornful Maid like Agnes, 

Aﬀecting coy Reſery'dnefs more than common, 

But entertain'd a fecret, ſinful Flame. 

King. That Flame a fiercer Fire muſt extinguiſh ; 

She ſhall be tortur'd firſt, ther burnt alive. 

Lorenzo, (he's your Pris'ner, keep her ſtrictly. * 
Lorenzo. If | durſt beg for her a milder Doom ! 
King. But that I know thee honeſt, I ſhoa*d think 

Thou wert Accomplice 1n this baſe Intrigue. 

Thou loy it my Son, yet E believ*d Lorenzo 

Wou'd part with Life, but not this Honour for him. 
Lorenzo. 1 thought it not diſhonourable,. Sir —— 
King. No more; I'll hear noInterceſlion for her : 

That Man's a Traitor who dares wiſh her Lite ; 

Had ſhe ten thouſand they were all too few. 

Oh ! if her Rage had Butcher'd half Mankind, 

Not one had fall'n lamented like Cotantia, 

That murder'd, matchleſs Vertue. Poor Princeſs! 

Carry her from this poyſon'd, hated Place : 

And let us all thoſe gen'ral Crimes lament, 


For which this Univerſal Judgment's ſent. Ex-K+ng, Elvira after the Body. 
| | Suftlyro them. 


Alvaro. Pedro, Cuello, and Diego, ſtay. 
Don Lorenzo, but one ſhort Word with you ; 
Do you love Agnes de Caſtro ? 


Lorenzo. That Queſtion's ſtrange, you know I love. your: Siſter. 
Atvaro, What mov'd you then to take her part fo kindly ? 


Lorenzo. Compaſſion is-indeed # Miracle ; 
"Tis true I had a ſtronger Motive. 

Alvaro. Love, you mean. 

Lorenzo. The Prince*s Love for Agnes is no Secret; 
Nar the Reſpect I bear bim any News ; 
.That ſet together may reſolve the Riddle. 


_— ——__— 
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But I muſt give ſome Orders for my Pris'ner. , 
Diego be you near, I ſhall employ you. _ [Ex Lorenzo? 
Alvaro. There's no tamp'ring with him, he's ſtrictly honeſt, 
And firmly faſtned to the Prince's Int'relt. 
Diego, you remember, and you Pearo, Fe. | 
Since the Prince ſent you Home, Caſhier'd, and in Diſgrace. 
Diego. We well remember tt. 
Pedro. And that we owe our Re-eſtabliſhment to your ſole Bounty: 
Alvaro. | ſee you are grateful, and now offer you 
The way to over-pay me all you owe, 
And be reveng'd for an Aﬀront ſo ſhameful. 
Diego. W hen you vonchſafe to give us your Commands, 
You but encreaſe our Debts by your new Favours ; 
For 'tis our higheſt Honour to obey you. 
Alvars. 1 think Lorenzo truſts you much D:ego. 
Diego. I've ſery'd him faithfully, and gain'd his Fayour. 
Alvaro. You wou'd not then betray him-for my Sake ? 
Diego. To ſerve my Patron, I'd betray my Father. 
d Alvaro. Serve me effeCtually in this _— wu 
hen ask what er you wiſh, "tis yours I promile ; 0 Diegon 
Pedro the ſame to you- ?Tis probable | + Wy 
Lorenzo (when he leaves her) will commit 
Agnes de Caſtro to your Charge z | 
If ſo, you eaſily may make me happy; 
Deliver her to Pedro, who ſhall wait 
Well guarded to receive her from your Hands, 04 431 59.) UA! 2 
And carry her where I ſhall order bim. | OY 
Diego, 1 muſt go too, or ſtay to die for her. ; «2 LL BTC 
Alvaro. Fear not, | 
You know Lorenzo is the Prince's Favourite, ,, 144 
I can perſwade the King with ſhow of Reaſon, 
He did it to preſerve bis Maſter's Miſtreſs; 
But tho you were diſcover'd, I have Powr 
Enough to give you full Security- 
Diego. My Life can ne'r be better hazarded 
Than in your Service ; but if ſhe reſiſts? 
Alvaro, She muſt be ignorant of your Deſign,. Vu" 
Pedro. Pardon me, Sir, this one Objection : lion 
Will it not rather pleaſe than grieve the Prince, & 
1o ſave his Miſtreſs from the. Arms of Death ? 
Alvaro, A Rival's Arms wilt be more terrible,, 
if Love as fierce as mine enflame his Heart. : 
I'd rather ſee her Damn'd, thanſee her his. 
Diego, Pedro be ready, Pll to Don Lorenzg,, ir: 
Er this he wants me for his Pris ners Guard ;: ' 
And [ ſhall guard her, ſafer than he thinks. 
Sir, doubt not of my Faith, or Diligence. DExit Diggo>. 
Alvaro. 1know. thou lov It thy felt too-well torfail mes. - + 
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] muſt enflame the King agsinſt his Son ; 
Saving the Murd'reſs of bis Wife, is Fuel 

Which by my Art ſhall blaze to his DeſtruCtion, 

Pedro we muſt prepare for our great Work 3 

Oh Fate | I thank thee, if thou haſt deſignd 20 
So ſingular a Grace, 'tis wond'rous kind 3 

Love, which cou'd ſcarce wirh Intreſt e'r agree, 


Now ſerves Ambition and Revenge for me. T Excunt; 
The End of the Third A, 
+ ACTIV. SCENEL 


[ Agnes in a Swoon, Women about her endeavouring to recover her, Lorenzo, 


Agnes, £ \Ruel Tormentors, let me die in quiet 
Here by my murther'd Princeſs, let me die. 
Where is ſhe? Ha ! what have you done with her ? 
{ beg you tell me, for 1'll never leave her ; 
Show me her Grave ; ſince you refuſe me Death, 
Fl] be intomb'd alive, with my dead Friend. [Offers to go, Lorenzo ſtops her. 
Lorenzo. Pardon me, Madam, this ingrateful Office, 
I muſt not let you go. 
Agnes. He thinks me mad, indeed I ſhou'd be ſo ; 
Madneſs wou'd be more reaſonable now, 
More decent in my Caſe, than ſtupid Patience z 
But [ retain a wild, a raving Reaſon : 
Have I not reaſon thus to tear my Hair ? 
To fall upon the Ground, and mourn my Princeſs ? 
Have I not reaſon too, to curſe Elvira ? 
Lorenzo. Madam, indeed you cannot grieve too much 3 
But ſpeak more charitably of Elvira, 
For in her Caſe, you wou'd have done the ſame. 
Agnes. What, can Lorenzo juſtify her Crime! 
Oh moſt unworthy of thy Prince? love ! 
Tho ſhe's thy Miſtreſs, dar'ſt thou take her part, 
In ſuch an ACtion, done againſt thy Patron, 
Whicli robs him moſt inhumanly, of her 
Who loy'd him moſt, 2nd moſt deſerv?d his Love ? 
Lorenzo. Madam, You know him not ſo well as I; 
My Prince himſelf wou'd not condemn Elvira. 
Agnes, Baſe Detractor ! thy Maſter is moſt juſt ; 
[And tho her Life had not been dear to him, 
He wow'd condemn, and generouſly lament, 
A Fate io ſad, and ſo deplorable. 


[Starts up. 
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Lorenzo. *Tis from that gen'rons Juſtice I afficm; 
He wou'd not blame Elvira. 
Agnes. Give me Patience Heay*n ! 
How impudently he defends her till ! 
What can'ſt thou ſay to plead ſo foul a Cauſe ? 
"Tis true, her Aim was at my wortbleſs Life : 
But did l ever give her Proyocation ? 
If any Wrongs cou'd juſtifie a Murder. 
Lorenzo. Your Rage transports you, Madam ; 
It does not merit that opprobrious Term. 
nes. Oh no! She had been innocent indeed, 
If 1 had falPa a Vitim to her Hate ; 
But (to prolong my Woes) that was not ſuffer'd, 
And cruel Fate, can only be accus'd. 
Ah! Why was her more kind Intention hinder'd ? 
Why was not that ill-guided Inſtrument 
Plung'd deep in my Hearts Blood, to glut her Rage ? 
Lorenzo. Did ſhe then make attempt againſt your Life ? 
Agnes. Has not Elvira own'd 'twas her Deſign ? 
What cou'd ſhe urgebut that in her Defence ? 
And by what other way cou'd you excuſe her ? 
Sure the moſt Sayage Nature cou'd not harbour 
A Thought againſt ſo mild, fo good a Princeſs: 
Ah Lorenzo! Before, I wonder'd that you ſhould defend her ; 
| tremble now, with Horror at you for it. 
Lorenzo, You amaze me, what do you accuſe her of ? 
Agnes, Why do you trifle with a wretched Maid ? 
Ah miſerable Agnes! ſhun Mankind 3 
There's nothing vertuous, ſince Conſtantia's gone, 
No Life withont her ; 111 go find her out, bg 
And breath my Soul into her Lifeleſs Corps. Ll goings 
Lorenzo, Madam, I have ſtrict Order to retain you, 
You are my Pris'ner. : 
Agnes. Your Pris'ner! Sure you'ye loſt your Wits Lorenzo. 
Lorenzo, This ſeeming Ignorance will not ayail you z 
Elvira has diſcover'd all the FaQ : 
'Twere better to repent and own your Crime, ; 
Than pull new Judgments on your guilty Head, by falſly taxing lier? 
Agnes. If what I darkly apprehend be true,, 
In vain have all my Thoughts been innocent, 
In vain bave all my Attions aim'd at Glory.. 
Ah Don Lorenzo! No, it cannot be ;. 
I have ſtrange Fears, but *tis impoſlible ;, 
What is my Crime ? be plain, and clear my Doubts. 
Lorenzo. Elvira, and Bianca, have declar'd 
Before the King, they ſaw you kill-the Princeſs. 
Agnes... And he believes it 2 you believe.it too.# 
Alas 3. none liviog knows ba Lam Fropg'd: 
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Lorenzo. We found you, Madam, lying by the Princeſs, - 
Holding the bloody Ponyard in your Hand. / 
Agnes. Grief tor her Loſs, had mov'd a ſinful Thought, 
Of laying violent Hands upon my ſelf : 
Oh Heaven ! did you prevent my Guilt in that, 
And yet permit the Innocence you ſav'd 
To be reproach'd with a more horrid Crime ? 
Lorenzo. Madam, be careful : 
What probably cou'd be Elvirg's Motive, 
[To kill the Princeſs ? 
Agnes. Alas I have no Witneſs of my Truth ; 
But vertuous Souls, perhaps may know each other : 
I'm pleasd I ſpeak to you, for you are honeſt, 
And love, I think, Elvira leſs than Juſtice, 
Lorenzo. Speak, Madam, for love my Prince ſo well, 
Id rather find her criminal, than you. 
Agnes. May 1 for ever be excluded Heay”n, 
Tf I ſhall utter ought beſide the Truth ; 
The Princeſs came alone to find me here, 
'And ſent for me, for I was juſt gone ont. 
When lI return'd, I ſaw Elvira fiy, 
'And, (Oh moſt dreadtul Sight!) my Princeſs dying ; 
She told me with her laſt, expiring Breath, 
Elvira had deſign'd thoſe Wounds for me, 
The ſad Miſtake, occaſion'd by the Place ; & 
'And that in wounding her ſhe clear'd my Fame ; 
Which by a Letter, forg'd I know not how, 
She had before aſpers'd. 
Lorenzo, Was not Bianca with the Princeſs ? 
Agnes. 1 ſaw her not. 
Lorenzo. Yet ſhe proteſts againſt you ; 
Elvira has a Wound too, which confirms her Accuſation, 
Agnes. Alas ! I know no more, the Princeſs ſcarce 
Had Life enough to give me her Commands, 
Lorenzo kneel, and join in what I ask : [They knee), 
Sacred Divinity, hear our juſt Prayer ; 
Let not the Guilty *ſcape unpuniſh'd here, 
But by ſome ſtrange uncommon Judgment ſhow, 
Who ſhed that Blood which cries to thee for Vengeance, 
And by her tort'ring Conſcience, clear the Injur'd. 
Lorenzo. Hear her, and guide my Keart to favour moſt, 
Her, whom thy Wiſdom knows to be moſt juſt. 
Agnes. How ſtrange a Charm is Vertue in a Soul ! 
» Mine feels a Calm almolt incredible, 
After thoſe bluſtring Storms, in which *twas toſt. 
Lorenzo. Thoall Appearances are much againſt her, 
Her Looks, her Grief, and Manner of Expreſlion, 
Hive ſomething ſo lincere, and unconſtrain'd, 


T hey 
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"They won'd perſwade me ſhe is innbrent> © 
Whether my fear to wrong the Guiltleſs more me 
Or that I am inſpir*d from Heawn, Fknow not; © 
But, Madam, it you dare confide in me; 
Il carry you where you ſhalt be ſecare 
From thoſe Indignities, delign'd you here. ** 
Agn, Lorenzo no, i'm not ſo fond of life 
To fave It, by involving yon iniruine. 
Lor. My danger's little, I catrfly with you, 
Or to the Prince, he will bemy Protector: 
Agn. What wow the World conclude from ſach a flizhe 2 
| cou'd not give a greater confirmation, | 
To what they row injoriouſly ſuſpeR, 
Than flying with the Prince's Favyonrite ; 
Nay worſe, *twould caſt a blemiſh on' the Prince, 


And raiſe tuſpicionshe were accefſary.” 
Zor. You rather-chuſe a death' moſt infamons. 
Agn. I do not chuſe, 
What by all decent ways IT wow'd avoid, 
Burt bear it, as a fatal conſequence 
Of that which Honour forces ni&to take.-- | RY” 
\Gox. Your ſcruples are more: nice thanteilfonable ; © 
What ſcandal can your Enemies invent | | 
More ignominious, than is.now beliey*d ? | "" 
Or will your ſtaying here, regain" your fame? - '- SOT 
Aegn. Art leaſt I ſhall enjoy.thisednſolation, - | 
They cou'd not ground their malice on my ations; 
And if my rigid Stars ordain' my ſhame, - 
I'd b:tter die to lay4t in oblivion, | 
Than live to make my infamy more laſting. . 
Lor, Since I believe her wrongfully condemn, hep 
Unleſs I aid her, Pm her Murderer; . 
Something I muſt endeavour for your ſafety. 
xAgn, Generous Lorenzo, do not tempt your fate, | 
"Tis raſh to leap after a erowning Friend, | 
When atempeſtnons raging Sea affords , 
No hopes of ought, but ruine to yourſelf, , 
Lor. Your caſe, I hope, is not ſo deſperate; | | 
And *twere moſt barb'rous to ſee you hnk, 
When ſtanding ſhelter*d from. che threatning ſtorm, 
I could attempt to ſave Fou-without hazard ; 
'Tis'by-the Prince's Arms I hope to do it, 
Nor will defer what Pve reſoly't&one: moment, 
In two hours time Ican be with my Miſter ; 
Be pleagd to give me your Commands in brief, 
gn. Since | in vain per{wade-you aatto go, 25 0h 
I pray you, good Lorenzo, tell the Prince, + 


Jþat I defire nothing from bis Juſtice, T6 46.616 2487 2adl8 16 


Lor.. VIF obey: you, 
But hope to find his Juſtice more effetual.. 
This Night ſhaft bring you news. of my Succeſs, 

Mean while, I Jeave:you to Diego's Charge,, | 
He's Faithful, and will treat you: with ReſpeCt. [Ext Lor. 
Agnes alone. 

How falſly do the moſt of Mankind judge, 
Who think the Fortunate are only happy ; 
The Vulgar, charm'd with what affects the Sence, 
Ne*r know the nobler riches of the Mind, : 
Nor that peculiar priviledge of Vertue, 
To make the Poor diſtreſsd, great and content ; 
Condemn'd, deſpis?d, and Prisner as Il am, * 
E wou'd not change Condittons with Ekuyra, 
Emter Diego, with Pedro ana Soldjers. 
Diego, Madam, the King has ſent theſe Meſſengers 
To move you to a more ſecure Confinement. 
Ago. Perhaps to Death, an ignominious Death; 
But | ſhall meet my Princeſs where I go, 
And our unſpotted Souls, in Bliſs above, 
Will know each other, and again will love. LExit. 
| Enter Elvira alone. 
Thus far has Fortune waited on my wiſh ; 
What does my diſcontented Heart dehire ! 
I] know not what I fear, and yet methinks, 
{ tremble ev*ry little noiſe I hear, 
And a ſtill fileace fills my Soul with horror. « 
Bugbear for Fools, call'd checks of Conſcience down, 
The childiſh prejudice of Education ; 
"Thoſe Heathens who were taught for Piety, 
W hat we eſteem Debauches, felt remorſe 
When they omitted their licentious Wot ſhip : 
Shall ſuch a turn-coat Monitor be heeded ? 
Falſe Babler peace; be chear'd my ſullen Heart. 
Pre heard ſoft Mulick charms a troubled Mind 
Luls Cares aſleep, and calms the rougheſt Paſhons , 
Who waits there ? ſing me ſome mournful Song. : | 
[ After a Song the Gho#t of the Princep riſes. 
Gho. Thou think®ſt thy Crimes ſecure, becauſe unknown ; 
But, wretched Woman, thou thyſelf art Witneſs, 
And unſuſpected ſhall accuſe thyſelf. [Ghoft deſcends. 
Elvira Mad. 
Furies and Hell! what's that? where am I? Dead ; 
No, there's too gentle Plagues in Pother World ; 
The Princeſs is come back to find worle here, 
Or bring %em all to me, ſhe'll, murder me. 4 
Ha! that was a Hangman's voice, will be know Be © 
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Let's fer, is Murder yranted in my fine? TRE a Laoking-2t4F. 
Ah! thoſenre killing eyes — 7 nr angel 
Look how Lhey Blame, they'll horn himypwaltes, 
But Agnes ſets his heart and ſoul on fire; 
Il weep it ont, ll quench itt with my tears. Ley. 
Qh there's a clatOring Draw beats in my Head ; 
Huſh, huſh, 'twill wake The Gods, they 'r faft aTvep; 
They #runk Opium when 1.killd ahe Prince: 
Say notaword, Tl] go:morderiemall, . 
And be Empreſs of the Moon; help:me, Brother, 
You ſhall be Phebus, 274 fer The Worll on firs. 
If the Ghoſt comes ll ſtab itagain; 
\Wou'd the Devil wou'd keep it To humſelf tho. 
1'fl ſend Ares to her, ſhe'll Tike her: 
'T was a ftightful ſight, 'mafraid he's damn'd; 
Well, *rwaz a good oman, 1'll pray for hor doul, 
And then ſhe won't haunt me; hs thoreagain, 
Murder, murder, murder. 4 [She wors feueral ayy, ava then Exit. 
FREY 
"Tis an tmhappy Fate, to ſerve ta Mabbery 
Vhoſe Natures, and whoſe Tritrefts: 
Whilſt oneentrnſts me: oneretbang) ruin, 
They leave me not the power 
My choice is onty, which I ſhou'd tatray; 
Nor am 1 abſolutely free in thatt, 
Tho? inclination bends me 2» Zmremcn, 
Yet ſtronger intereſt binds me T> Abvern. 
Self-preſervation, Nature's univerſal Law, 
Conſtrains'meto preſerve my Faith rothim, 
| Who canatplecaſure, cruſh me into nothing 3 
So far he'as dipp'd me in bis Vi 
He du: ſt not lot me live ſhord torn 'honelt, 
And now 1 muſt continue that for Fear, 
1 waz at firſt for Gain, againſt wy Nature. 
Enter > bins the King, Alvaro 4nd Artinaunre, 
King w Diego. Tell-Lorenzo 1 won'd Tee his Priifonet. 
Diego. Sit,, he gone, 
1'> went a3, hom as © rceaie ll your Outys. 
X. What Orders ? I $9t roze 
Dieg. Be aid your Majeſty commanded Link 
To carry Ares to acloſer Prifon. 
Alv. And is ſhe gone from'henee? 
Dieg. Yes, my Lord, ihe went vitth. Don Lorenzo. 
&. Thunder confo: and * em both. 
W hat think you of his treachery, Av.ro* 
Alv. I'm. at a loſs; 
It cou*d not probably be for him&lf'; 
andy Puz loath to think the Prince havent 
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” K. The Prince! the 
Alv. Trae, .. 

unleſs it were contrr-d before hEwent, 

XK. Then ke contriv?d the Murder of his Wife. 

Alz. 1 fear, moſt certainly, he Khew the other, ... 


\ 


Rut þe way ſtil] be ignorant of botf}:._ 
Perhaps Lorenzo dee; himſelf love Agnes, 

K. No, no, he knew the Prince's love too well, 
He *as been a truſty Confident, no douhr, 
And Pimp'd the lultful Couple to their Joys. 
Send out to ſearch molt ſtrictly throvgh my Kingdom, . 
Proclaim a vaſt Reward forThoſe ſhall find em. 

Enter Bianca haſtily. 
Ria. to Atv. Ah, my Lord, the adeſt News! 
Ato. What can be added roour Miſery ? 


Thy frighted looks wouY ſpeak ſome dreadful thing. .. 


Biz: Alas! it isa dreadful thing, indeed, 
Dona Elvira takes the Prince {S's death 
<s much to heart, ſhe is depriv'd of Reaſon; 
[ met her raving, likea furious Lion, , __ 
Rob'd of her Young, ſhe talks the wildeſt things, . 
Of Murder, Ghoſts, of Agnes, and the Princeſs. 
Alv. Oh fatal Day ? oh my unhappy Siſter ! - 
To what unheard of place is Juſtice flown... 
For now ſhe ſeems to have deſerted Heav'n? . 
K. Raſh Man forbear prophanely to repine, | 
Cou'd Providence be guided by our. Wiſhes, 
One day. wou'd ſhow our Folly by our Ruine,,,, 
So ignorant is Man what?s Good or I!l; 
Yet we ungratefully complain of Heav*n, . 
As Children murmur at their loving Parents | 
For ſnatching dang*rovs Weapons from their hands. . 
Ale. 1 was to blame, be my Surprize excuſe, 
Yet tho not murmur, I mnſt morn her Fate. 
XK: In that PIl jayn with thee, and will aſſilt theeg., 
If-half my Revenve can bring her Cure: _ 
Mean while welt meditate a juſt Revenge ; | 
Go.you to ſee Elvira, whillt I order . 
Our Forces to: unite, in caſe my Son - 
Shav'd make Attempt'to ſave his wicked Friends; . 
My Daughter, and your Siſter, call for Juſtice, 
And they ſhall ſoon have ample SatisfaQtion, , 
Far Agnes, and Lorenzo, both ſhall die,. , 
We'll ſbow our Pious Grief, in Tears, and Bloud. 
Alv. Y ou have madea quick diſpatch, Diego ; - 
Byt where's Lorenzo? * | 
Dieg. -My, Lord, I know not-where- . 
#txer conferriog a long: time with Agnes; , 


"2 
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y had not time to giye hian notice. . 


[ Exit King, 


He rid in haſte, not ſaying where he went. © = - 
Alv. 1 hopeto plot for Agnes, with the Prince ; 
'Tis kindly done, -to fave their Friends the labour, 

They throw themſciyes into the moyth of ruine z 

And ſhe thats caufe of all ſhall have her ſhare, 

My Love has givn her buta ſhort reprivez 

W ken I have reap'd what to my pgſlion?s due, .-. | 

She dies Elvira, ſhe ſhall bleed for you. FE xt. 
The end of the: Fourth Act. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. The Scene opens. 
Elvira «ſlcep on a Coach, Bianca weeping by ber, Alvaro advazcer. 
The King enters to him, and the Scene fhit's. 
XK. V Hat hepcs have the Phyſitians o$your Siſter, 
If Heav*n be propitious to their care ? 
Atv. Sir, they can give no certain judgment yet, - 
She'as fa'ne a doſe to make her ſleep an hour, + 
Which mav produce a change to fix their thoughts. - 
K. So may our good endeavours prove ſuccesful, - 
As ſhe's the juſt Beteour of a Crime, - 
Which cries aloud to Heav?n, and if conceal'd, 
Had pulPd aveaging Plagues on all our heads, - fb 
Your quick return gives hopes you've-news of Agnes.” [Enter « Meſſ-riger, 
Af]. May't pleaſe your Majeity, ſhe's coming hither; | 
Cendudted by the,Prince, and Don Lorenzo 
Aly. What fay you ! Agnes coming hither ! 
AMS. Sheis, my Lord; we had not travelled far” ' 
Ee we perceiv'd her Chariot at a diſtance ;. 
We ſtrove toreach her, but before we cou'd; 
We ſaw a body gb Sdldiers had approaci'd her, - 
Which ſeem'd >f a conſiderable ſtrength ; 
Her Gvards affrighted, quickly jeft their charge,-+ 
As we-ſuppoſe, thinking them Enemies, + T 
Sent by your Majeſty to apprehend-*em ; 
And when we fornd it was the Prince had met her. - ot 
I rid beforeto tell your Majeſty. ns 
K. Dares he ſo openly protec the Murthercſs ! 
By this baſe a& he has renounc®d my Bloud, (f 
And I renounce him, he's no more my Son. 
Alv. Coming attended in this hoſtile manner, 
Shows he'll defend her with his vemoft power: 
X; He's too far in to ſtop at-any guilt. | : 
Enter the Prinee leading. Agnes, . Lorenzo, Pedro ard Guard-. * 
XK. A decent Sight ; is this your. Nuptial-day ? | 
Tis well;| ſhewho has robb'8'youvf a Witez: : $f wifes 
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And re Mito ſolemaize bro 
Guards ſeize %m. [Ginarts Ink on one nmr without fegrring., 
Prez. You cannot be my Friends, if you are Robe, 
Seize me, your king commands you. 
Azn. They know there needs no Gurrd 
We camenor (Sir) tofly, or Torefiſt ; 
Bat todeclare my innocence, and beg 
Your jaftice, for the Murther of the Princefs, 
Who at her Death, accus'd Elvira of it. 
Aly Brand not with ſhame, a poor yahappy Maid, 
Whoſe miery you have already cans ; 
Alas! ſhe was io far from killing her, 
1 be grief of ui, has dronght her to deltrattion. 
Ar, Neatn, thoe art jult. 
Tor. Madam, car Prayers are heard. 
XK. What Prayer con'd yon make, or have 
From fach polluted hands ; Oh hardned Wreath !! 
How calmly ſhe can talk ot Heav'n's Juſbice, 
As if ſhe had not in a thought provok'd it! 
Are Marder and Aduitery petty Crimes ? 
Thon doit not tremble, ſhameleſs Proftirate. 
Prin, Ah, Sir, forb<ar, you wrong the pureſt Vettue, 
She never gave, Ss 
I never as. the finallcſt Favonr of her. 
X. Perhaps her hot Deſires prevented you, 
She kindly gave at rſt the greateft Favours. 
Yet you have a>k'd, let this convince you both, 
This ſhews the Correſpondence yon maintain, 
This, this Diſcov®ry, colt yorr Wife fo dear. 
Blaſh, af thouit rea ſpark of Vertae left, 
Blaſh at thi Prologue to C onft ant1a%s Murder > 
Pr4n. reads, Dear \gncs, now you-may reware My Loa 
The Rebels favour ws, ve you as kind -; 
Treat Conltantia's leave 10 gd from Court, 
She knows 1 love, you /c that fair Pretenth, 
Say you won'd fiy-a Prince whe does Adpre yoh, 
Abit 1: ftariauth, men rey Iron Paſhions. 
Speaks, The Fallacy,S. as. palpable as. Wa, 
Contantia heerd nat tl this fatal raprning 
)f my undappy Lore ; 
I hid it both from her, and from its. ObjecQ,, 
T iii Chance diſcover'd the rormenting, Secret, 
Since which, I did not leave my gen reus Princels 
Eill zou commanded me ; and alt rhe Court 
know well, I in that moment lefr. Coz:aabray, 
Iz which I parted rom 3;our Majcity. 


Hou they bad l tia to frame this Lettzx ? 


*Twas neither with the Princes, nar with me, 
You cou U contrive the Murder of your Wiſe; 
Hell never fails Yaſſiſt, on ſuch Occaſions, 
Prin.. Oh horrid ! is your Son: no better known ? 
So. black at» Accuſation quite confounds me. 
X. Tilt now indee@ my Son was little known, 
And oh! by much too ſoon he is difcorer'd. 
Grief of my Agey and Shame of our great Race, 
Thy publick Actions plainly ſpeak the private; 
What mov? thy ſudden coming to Coimbra ? 
How cou*d thy Miſtreſs know of it to meet thee ? 
Or wou'dſt thou have reliev'd the Murtherefs, 
Unleſs thou hadſt conſented to her Crime ? 
Agn. If *tis by that you judge, releaſe your Son, 
And let Alvaro bear the Puniſhment; 
"Twas he, Sir, ſnatch'd me from the Hands of Juſtice, 
All ſtain'd in Bloud, and Guilty as he thought me ; 
The Prince returns me back, tho Innocent, 
Here to be Try*d, Condemn'd or Free'd by You. 
Alv. Your Malice is too obvious to be heeded, 
You found you cou'd not fix it on my Siſter, 
And now wou'd hedge me in, ungrateful Maid. 
Prin. Ah, had your cruel Siſter no more Malice, 
Or were her Soul but half ſo true, ſo juſt, 
She had not been arraign'd, or I ſuſpetted. 
Do not diiown, what thouſands can atteſt, 
Tho 1 aloneam Evidence ſufficient. 
Sir, by your gen'rous Bloud which fills my Veins, 
By all thoſe noble 1 houghts you have inſpit*d, 
By Honour, which is ſacred to a Prince, 
And on a Chriſtian's Faith, I ſcorn to lie ; 
Lorenzo brought me this molt doleful News, 
Who left the injur'd Agnes Pris ner here; 
And *ewas with great Surprize we mct her free, 
For ſo we thought her, till her Cries declar'd 
She had but chang'd for worſe Captivity ; 
Worſe ſhe eſteem?d 1t when ſhe learn'd from Pearo, 
She then was in Alvaro's hated Powrr ; 
The ſame he own'd to ſtop theSoldiers Fury, 
Who threatned him with Death, if he conceal'd 
What he intended with his mournful Prize. 
Speak Pedro, let not fear of this Great Man, 
Prevail o're ſtronger Truth. 
Ped. I can't deny what I before confeſs'd, 
I ſtole her hence by Don Alvaro's Order. 
Alv. Who's ſuch a Villain to betray his Truſt, 
Dares for a Bribe betray his Conſcience tooy 
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You are moſt criminal whilſt you prote&t 
That bloudy Woman, Monſter of her Kind, 
W hom all good Men abhor. 

Prin. Oh, may | never have more aﬀurants 
Of future Bliſs, var pronais*d Happineſs, 
Than I have Proofs ſhe's wrongfully Accus'd ; 
Think me not blindly govern'd by my Paſſion, 
For were ſhe Guilty, Pd deſpiſean&loath her, 
Forgive me, Sir— Bat when jaſt Heav?argears her 4 
You'l! bleſs, and Praiſe, that. Loyal; ſeeming Rebzl, 
. 4s durſt, againſt your will, preſerve your Ve: t82- 

the Hypocrite has learn” t the Holy Cant , 

"ag WI icked openly, praclaim your Freat: ay 


Theſe thin Diiguiles can but cheat the Viigar | 


Own that your Luſt arms you againtt your Father, 
And be at leaſt, a gen*rons, bare fac'd Vitiain. 
Agn. Molt o oble Pri lace, you urge The King too far, 
I ask for no Defence, but Innogence; - 
No Ar Ms, but Argument, but Truth, and Vertue, 
If they'r without cffect we muſt eſpn, © 
Dearh's welcomer, than Life with-Infamy. 
P;in, Too nice, too vent*rous Maid, had you-accepted 
That ſafe Retreat, which firſt i offer 'd you, 
You had not needed my Protection now. 
Oh Heavens! hadſt thou rais'd-me Eneniies 
Of monſtrous Beaſts, Armies of Men, or Devils, 
I cou'd have met their ytmoſt Rage undaunted, 
Secur'd within by ſuch a righteous Canſe ; 
But oh my Stars: the ſacred name of Father, 
Deprives me of the pow'r to reſolve, 
Great Deity, inſtruct my doubtful Soul, 
Of contradicting Duties, which to chuſe, 
Or elſe impute ro [enorance my Errours. 
Scene opens, Elvira wakes and ſtarts 
Elv. Give me ſome Air, grim Torturers of Hell, 
Mind not the Princeſs, fiery Agnes rules her; 
Look, look ſhe pours ſealding Blaud upon me, 
Take her away. Ha! there's the Witch my Rival; 
She runs, ſhe runs, juſt £o the Prince's arms; 
My Brother cringes to her, now he tears her ; 
Hark Lacifer, ler's ſwear her Soul away : 
Ha,ha, ha, ha, ha, laugh at the Princeſ;, 
She ſays PIl own myſelf her Murderer , 
Who'll be Fool then ? no body ſaw it; 
Agnes will become a Scafiold as well as I.” 
Bia. Alas, poor Lady ! how ſhe loy'd the Priaceſs, . 


3% T3280 


K. That hal! be more exatined. But, falſs Youth.” 


So ſtrongly, ſhe cas talk of nonght but Murder. 

Elv. Who — Murder? Ha! 'ſhe can tell Tales; 
ulls a Dagger from under her Gown 

Pt) ſtop her month; this Prefete an for Agnes OD FR TY 

But you ſhall have it, if yow'll keep my Secret. * 
$ian. Oh fatal Blow ! that Haad is skilPd in Death, 

K, Unhappy Accident, take her away, 

Lat her be bound for. de xm? 41 Miſchief, 

Elv. Seize Agnes Jaylor, ſeize her, ſhe's in fault; T As.ſhe is carry) 

If ſhe had ſtay*d, and not ſneak'd off fo flyly, b LOS ee EI 

By this time ſhe had been. among Hobgoblings, 

And the Princeſs like a Fool crying for her. 

[t was not [, curlt Hell-hounds, *twas not I, [ Exit. 
XK. See that her Wound be dreſs'd with care. 

Bian. Oh no "tis needleſs, Heav*n has ſeal'd my Fate, 

And ſhows its Juſtice moſtremarkably, 

In puniſhing my Crimes by her who caus'd *em ; 

Lect me indying clear my ſpotted Soul, 

By ſavingthoſe whoſe Ruin I delign'd.; 

Elvira promis'd me a great Reward, 

And wicked Avarice made me conſent 

To wrongfully Accuſe the vertuous Agnes. 

& h Madam, can your Charity forgive 

A tortur'd Wretch, ſufficiently unhappy, 

By dreadful Fears, and Stings.of deep Remor (x? 

Azn. 1 do, as e're I hopeto be forgiv'n. 
F. Proceed in thy amazing Declaration, 

And en thy Hopes of Heav'n, ſpeak on'y truth. 
Eian. Alas! what can I hope for by Deceit : 

Elvira forg'd that Letter which you ſaw, 

Foruine Agres in the Princeſs's thoughts ; 

31t apprehending {till her Brother's Marriage, 

She plotted Agres's Death to hinder it, 

And *twas for her that cruel B!ow was meant, 

S- fatal to the P:inceſs in her abſence ; 

Which when ſhe found, ſhe ſtruck her own vile army 

Enrag'd againf herſelf for that j1! Service, 

But ſoon was reconciFd tothe occaſion 

Of taking full Revenge on her fic hated, 

Which ſke contriv'd by that falſe 'Accuſation, 

[n which I aided, to my ſhame, and grief. 4 
K. What caus'd Elvira's Hate to Agnes? know'lt thou ? 7 
Bian. Envy, and Jealouſy, My ſtrength decays, 

Lead iiic 2way, I ſcarce have breath enough 

To beg the Mercy of offended Heavn. [They lead ber of. 

Oh kor:id Viſions, of ! ternal Torments ! 

K. What pity 'tis Maw's Pow T ſh: _ be ſo valt, 
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1] have done nothing yet deſerves your thanks. 


nd yet his Knowledge bound in ſuch ſtreight limits, 
That what we eagerly purſue as good, 
Oft proves the Miſchief which we moſt wou'd fhun. 
Oh! how am I eſcap'd juſt from the brink 
Of that deteſted Crime, abomiinable Murther ! 
Take care to have Elvira cloſe confin'd. 
Madam, your free, thank the juſt Pow'rs above. 
My Son, with joy I call thee Son, 
Come to my arnis, thon moſt beloy'd, wrong'd Youth. 
Prin. My King, my Father, do yon then forgive me ? 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot my Diſobcdience ? 
XK. The Cauſe which you maintain'd, excuſes you, 
And my Injuſtice cancels all your Faults, 
*T1s late, my Son, I'll teave you toretire, 
This Day's Fatigue, and Grief, requires ſome Reſt, 
Prin. Scarce any Grief equals the ſolid Joy, 
Of having ſuch a good, ſo kind a Father. 
Permit ns to attend your Majeſty, 
CExeunt the Prince leading Agnes; manet Alvaroy 
Alvaro Solus. Baſe Sychophants ! not one remains with me, 
Of all that Croud that worſhip'd me to day, 
But fly, as if Misfortune were infections : 
Yes, mine ihall be ſo, more fatal than a Plague ; 
Diſgrac'd, and diſappointed in my Love, 
Nothing is left for me to court but Vengeance, 
Nothing, that's more then all Iam depriv'd of : 
The King's Favour plac'd me above his Subjects, 
Revenge on him, makes me above himſelf, 
Which I will have, if I am ſtill Alvaro 
As that alone the King ſhou'd fear me more, 
Then when he ſet me neareſt to the Throne, 
For Deſparation's bolder than Ambition. 
My Rival is the Pillar of the Nation, 
That fall'n, nothing can ſupport the Fabrick 3 
] know they all rejoyce at my Diſgrace, 
And therefore they ſhall all lament with me; 
It muſt be thought of: 
The Prince, with Agnes will return this way ; 
I think I hear 'em, 111 obſerve the Lovers, 
Perhaps twill contribute to my Deſigns ; 
No other way wou'd exalt my Name, 
Let Univerſal Ruine give me Fame. 
Enter the Prince and Agnes, 
Prin, The bnfineſs of my life ſhall be to ſerve you, 


[To one of the Attend, 
Clo Agnes. 


[Alvaro goes afide #0 lifter. 


Zen. The only Heav'n cou'd clear my innocenge, 
Iamindebted much to your endeavaurs, 
Prin, Moſt to yourKlf you owe; 


That Majeſty fo awful, yet erene 40> aa 
That calm, unſhaken Conſtancy of Mind, 
Shows Vertue in its heighth, grown toa habit, 

So perfectly Self-evident in you, 
'Tis as abſurd to doubt your Innocence, 
As *twere to queſtion if the Sun gives light ; 
But there are Atheiſts, tho the Deity 
Is viſibly expreſs'd, in all his Works, 
Agn. Oh that malicious Scandals rais'd of us, 
Were no more prejudicial than to Heay'n, 
In the Converſion of an Infidel, 
The Being he Prophan'd is Glorify'd, 
But tho we prove an Accuſation falſe, 
To us "tis Shameful to have been ſuſpefted, 
That's a Diſhonour not to berepair'd, 
A ſulli'd Fame no Art can throughly clear ; 
But to avoid occaſions of Reproach, 
I'll fly, from hence, back to my Native Country, 
Spain will not hear perhaps of my Diſgrace. 
Prin. Where e're you take your flight, it will proclaim 
The ſtrange Barbarity of Portugal; 
We ſhall beceme a Proverb to our Neighbours, 
T*expreſs the moſtunhoſpitable Uſage ; 
But *tisno matter, this ungrateful Court 
Is moſt unworthy your Conſideration. 
Agn. It's Prince's Generofity attones 
For all they did, or all they meant againſt me; 
Prin, Such are the groſs Aﬀronts you havereceiv'd, 
I ſcarce dare ask ſo great a Bleſling for us 
As your continuing here; but if I've done 
What Honour, or what Juſtice did require, 
If I have ſhow'd your Merit juſt eſteem, ' 
Or if Conſtantia c*re deſery'd from you, 
Do not deſert, a place ſhe lov'd ſo well. 
Be gen'rous like yourſelf, forgive your Wrongs. 
Agn. They need no Pardon, who deſign nor ll] , 
My Wrongs were by miſtake, on well-built grounds, 
And *twere as great Injuſtice to revenge 'em, 
As*twou'd be vain totkink of doing it, 
By taking ſuch a worthleſs Trifle from 'em : 
But, Sir, my Friends in Spain will now expect me ; 
Unwillingly they ſuffer'd me to leave *em, 
When no Intreaties cou'd diſwade me from it, 
So much my Princeſs was more dear to me, 
Than Kindred, Country, or what elſe I valu'd : 
Now ſhe is loſt, what ſhou'd retain me here ? 
Where I can mcet with nought but Shame and Grief, 
Alll foreſee makes my Departure _ 
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\Thasmeiealofs goo great fo be permittecy , 


] find no grounds to raiſe theleaſt Debate. 
Prin, Does not a Prince's Life deſerve your care? 
Ah cruel Virgin ! how you rack my Breaſt ! 
What Conſtancy is proof againſt this Tryal | 
My Reſolution to ſuppreſs my Flame, 
Is loft, is vaniſt'd, I can hoid no longer , 
By Heav'n if you parſne your rigorous Purpoſe, 
You kill a Wretch, who laves.you, who adores you, 
Agn. How joſtly won'd the World condemn my Conduct, . 
if I thou'd ſtay after this Declaration ? 
Prin. My Fear, has only made my Ruine ſuerer, 
And all 1 gain, is but to Fall unpity'd ; 
So Slaves compell'd by Torments, own their Crimes, 
For which their ſentenc'd to more rigid Pains. . 
But my Offence was only in confeſling, 
Why will you puniſh what yon forc'd me to, 
You tortnr'd me, you tore the Secret from me, 
Agn. Unhappy Creature ! whatI thought ſhou'd hinder, 
Precipitates the, very 1111 fear'd. 
But oh, no more of this ill-tim'd Diſcourſe ; 
Ah! is it thus we ſnhou'd lament the Princeſs ? | 
Prin. No, dear Conſt antia, ſhe upbraids me juſtly, 
Thy Love deſcrv'd eternal Gratitude, 


All theſe Complaints, and Sighs of Love, for Agnes, 
Shouv'd burſt in Tears of laſting Grief for thee. 
Pre judg'd, I have condemn'd myſelf already, 
And willingly ſubmit to your Decree ; 
Yau can effectually revenge the Princeſs, 
Go, Madam, I deſerye the harſheſt Uſage ; 
So, tho your Cruelty will give me Death, 
Go boaſt, that tho you knew my Love to you, 
Stronger than Reaſon, Honour, or my Vertue, 
Yet your impartial Juſtice was not Brib'd, 
Tofſave a perjur'd, and ungrateful Man. 
Agnes Farewel, farewel to you, and Life, 
For I will loſe tiiSſe Bleſſings both at once , 
No ſooner ſhall you leave this hateful place,. 
Than you ſha!l hear yonr Lover 1s no more. 

Aegn. Oh! how his Words prevail upon my Heart, . 
It melts, *twill yield I fear, why ſhou'd it not, 
Shou'd he who for my Freedom, Fame, and Life, 
Expos'd his own, recetve his Death from me * 
Is treating thus the Man my Princeſs lov'd, 
The way to pay her Memory reſpect! 
And doi thus, obey her dying Charge ! 
Brpve Prince, it Thave Pow'r you muſt not Die, , 


[To Agnes, . 


[To herſelf. 


For nothing but a Name, a puff of Breath, * © © 
What tho my Honour lyeat Stake P11 ſtay , - 
Yet let convenient Decency be kept, 

| muſt not, dare not, entertain your Paſſion. TG 

Prin. Oh no, this Condeſcention is enough, _ 
Great as I wiſh*d, beyond my Expetation, 
By all your goodneſs I'll conceal my flame, 

Till you yourſelf, ſhall licenſe it to blaze ; 

But then—— (Oldo not'give me this repreive, 
Only tencreaſe the Fear, and pain'of Death, 
Then) may I hope, you'll not diſdain my Love. 

Agn. Your Birth, requires ReſpeCt from all the World, 
Your Vertue, more commands our Admiration, 

And what I owe particularly to you, 

Wou'd make Diſdain moſt unexcuſable, 

Fm not ingrateful, nor inſenſible, 

My Hcart reſented deeply all you felt, ad 
You peired my Soul, with your Complaints and Stghs; 
But I ſhowd hide my*tender Virgin-frailty, 

You ſearch too far, and I have ſhown too much. 

Prin, No, tor I never ſhall abuſe your favour, 
Your Mercy ſhall not make ybur Slave preſume, 
But whilſt Pm ty'd to Rules, by Vows con fin'd, - 
Some bolder, happler Man, not aw*d like me, 
May ſnatch that lovely Prize I dare not claim, 
And I mult loſe you, without murmuring. 

Aen. I reverence my dear dead Princeſs more, 
Than yet to think of ought that looks like Joy; 
Of Marriage, Love, or any thing but Griet'; 
To her ['l] conſecrate my tender Thoughts, 

Nor dare to think of yon, but for her ſake: 
Nothing 1s to be fear*d ſave Violence, 
| dread the baſe Alvaro, more than D-ath. 

Prin, The watchful Dragon guarded not the Fruit, - 
With half that Care with which Pl keep my Love ; 
Alvaro ſhall not dare to look on her. 

Alv. By Lucifer he's much to be lamented ; 

Gods! doltamely ſtand and hear all this! 
Alvario behind draws his Sword, and is making at the Pronee, 
Agnes ſbrieks, the Prince turning about, and ſtepping aſiac 
t10-avuid the Blow, it paſſes to Agnes. | 

Prin Oh treacherous Villain ! quickly call for helpy {Prince draws, * 
Stay ſavage Traytor, ſtay for my Revenge ; Che and Alvaro fights, 
But what's his Life, -how' poor a Satisfaction, Alvaro wounded. 
For ſuch a loſs, ſo irreparable, - 

This Jewel, of ineſtimable Valve! ets 

Aly. If yon 'wou'd be Reyeng'd,' conteal your Griet, 

i-bave notloſt-wy*Air! whilft you are Tormepied:, 
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?our Groans, and Sighs, are Muſick to-my Sou! 
Softens my Death, charms all the Pain away ; 
I Die with Joy, and Pleaſure more than Wounds, 
And couwd not wiſh to have ſucceeded better ; 
Ive left you Life indeed, — bare Life's a Curſe, 
When all the Joys of it are ta'n away, 
And may eterral Curſes be your lot. [ Dies, 
Prin. Infernal Fiend ! thou cou'd'ſt not frame a Curſe, 
T”* encreaſe my Torments. Oh thon bleeding Fair, 
For what does Heayn thus perſecute my Life ? 
One moment's Bliſs, is grudg*d me by my Stars, 
And for a taſte, nay ſcarce a talte of Joy, 
A faint, imperfect, glimm'ring of Hope, 
They plunge me in eternal, black, Deſpair. 
Agn. The Princeſs dy'd for me, it is but juſt, 
My Death ſhould in return preſerve his Life, 
W ho was the deareſt thing to her on Earth. 
Prin. Preſerve it ! *tis the ſureſt Blow of Fate ; 
Death comes with more than double force through you, 
Aen. Deat Prince, for I in Death may call you ſo, 
Talk not of Dying, leaſt you anger Heay*n, 
Who ſhows itſelf concern'd that you ſhow'd Liye, 
By thus miraculouſly guarding you ; 
Your Thanks are due for that peculiar Care, 
And to your Stars, for timely taking from you, 
One they foreſaw would prove your Life's Incumbrance, 
Diſturb your Joys, breed Envy, Hate, Confuſion, 
A Nation's Murmurs, and a Father's Anger. 
Prin. All Triffles to thy Loſs, thou brighteſt Bleſſings 
Ah art thou gone ! ſpeak once again my Soul. 
Agn. How have you Charm'd my fleeting Spirits back ! 
I felt unuſual Glowings at my Heart, 
It warn'd, and kindled into Life again, 
But Death extinguiſhes the new-born Fire, 
Ah lovely Prince! muſt I for ever loſe you. [ Dies, 
Prin. For ever! are you then for ever loſt ! 
I'm torn with racking Griets ineffable; 


Oh let me pour my Fury on the World ; 


Fear vp this guilty Fabrick from its Center, 
Deſtroy all Natuie, but "tis done already, : 
She's gone, and Earth's a Chaos, all Confuſion ; 
Where ſhall Il wreck wy Vengeance ? where ? on what ? 
On whom but on thyſelt, for whom ſhe dy*d, 
T his cnly Sacrifice, can make Attonement, 
As the Prince is going to fall upon his Sword, Lorenzo with 
o:hcrs I ntirs, Lorenzo holds him, | 

Lor. Juſt Heai*n foibid ! that were a Blow too fatal, 

Gieat Sir on your's, ths Kingdom's Faie depends, 
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Prin. Horrid, and Bloudy ; yet imperfect ſtill ; 
Alvaro has perform*d the ſaddeſt part, 
But I am tocompleat the Tragedy. 

Lor. Hell force himſelf away, I cannot hold him. 


Why do you keep me from the only Good ? 

Why wou'd you have your Son be miſerable ? 
K. Hop'd you to live in Luxury and Eaſe, 

Courted by Joys, and Pleaſures without end ? 

Did you ne'r hear of Pains, and Cares, in-Life? 

That thus, Misfortunes ſeize you unprepar'd, 

How were you going by ſo mean an Action, 

To blot out all the Great Ones of your Life ? 

Your Valour never made you do before, 

But what a Coward ſometimes does for fear, 

Tis in theſe Wars, the Combats of the Mind, 

Where Courage from falſe Bray'ry is diſtinguiſh'd, 

And if you fly from them to Death, *rwill ſhow, _ 

There was danger, which you durit not meet. | 
Prin. What ever Man can bear, I dare Encounter, 

It wasnot Fear nor Deſpiration arnr'd me, 

But hopes to overtake her-mounting Soul ; 

Who wou'd not follow ſuch a charming Guide, 

Tio all that's Gay, or Great, entic'd *em back. 

Bit I can Die without the help of Weapons, 

I vrong*d my Love by making that Attempt, 

A; if I thought it wonted Strength to Kill me ; 

Pl wait the ling'ring leiſure of my Grief, 

Thus kneeling at thy Feet, figh out my Soul, 

ind grow a Statue to adorn thy Tomb. 
XK. His Grief oppos'd, wou'd only rage the more, 

When at full heigth, *rwill fall again of courſe ; 

Our greateſt Paſſion's have their ebbs, and flows, 

Were Natuze conſtant ſhe'd deſtroy herſelf, 

: ſtrong her Motions they*d overthrow her, 


ut fierceſt Tranſports, ſooneſt moderate grow, 
Thus to our Frailty, we our Safety owe. 


| 


F INI Ss. 


Prin. No Kingdom, nota World, ſhou'd me live, 
Thou do'ſt but lengthen ont my/Woes a-moment.  [ Enter 
K, What diſmal Scene is this, of Bloud and Horror ! 


King Attend. 


[Strug gles. 


Prin. Barbarous Friends, oh Father, if you Love me, 


[Exeunt Onmes. 


